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Excellent New SONGS, 


COMPOS'D by the 
{oſt Celebrated Wits of the Age, 


— 
On Divers Subjects, vis. 
he Scotch Riddle unfolded, | A Fly drown'd in a Ladies 
ews from London. Eye. 4 
he Voyage to Scotland. The Chara&or of a Gf -—— 
Motten to Parſon. : 
he Golden Age. A Song by Col. Salisbury. 
n Old Man Courtlag a | A Song on Ingratitude. 
young Girl. A Song in Engliſh and Latin. 
The Leveller. Chivy Chaſe in Engliſhand - 
The Chearful Heart. Latin. DE 
he Quaker's Ballad. The Grand Tack, 3 
he Quiet Retreat. The Fable. J 
in at firſt, Loſe at laſt. | The Honeſt Man's Fate. 
or, a Game at Cards. A Peruke Block. 
The Loyal Scot. A Latin Song. 
Dn a Ladies Eyes and Lips. | In Truncum Capillatum. 
ith many more Rare SONGS, worthy of 


the Reader's Eſteem. 2 


| 


LONDON: 


inted and Sold by Toh» Morphew, | near 
Stationers-Hall, 1708. 


e 


PREFACE 


TO THE 


READ ER. 


INCE Prefaces are become 
ſo univerſally modiſh, that, 
if a Book, in this curious 
ge, is not uſher d into the World 

2 one, it makes a very ab. 

ward Figure; I think, it proper 

in compliance with the way of the 


World 1 0 o tender a Point, and 


to av imputation of | Ingue: 
larity, to fill a Page or two in 
1 A 2 als 


The Preface. 
acquaint ing the Poetical Reader 


the following Miſcellany. 
Having ſometime ſince, for my 
own private uſe and diverſion, 
made a ſmall Collection of very 
valuable Poems and Songs , 
written by ſome of the preateſl 
Wits of the laſt and preſent Age. 
Some of which are now unhappi- 
ly out of Print, others handled 
about only in Manuſcript, I think. 
that I can do no lefs than oblige 
all Lovers of the Muſes with 
them, by Publiſhing them to the 
World, to which I am likewiſe in- 
duc d upon theſe ſeveral accounts; 
from the juſt value of moſl of the 
Pieces in the Collection, which 
will ſecurely ſtand the Ieft of the 


ſevereſt 


with the occaſion and deſign of 


ſevereſl Critic ; from the great 
Reputation of the Authors, whoſe 


| Names as well as Writings, carry 


a ſecret Charm in them; and 
from the danger of fome of the 
| Copies being loſt, by not appear- 
ing in Print at all; of others, 
by not being Reprinted, which 
has been the undeſerved Fate of 
| too many admirable Compoſures: 
Theſe inducements will, I pre- 
ſame, ſuſſiciently excuſe the Pub- 
liſber, aud recommend the Col. 
lection. To which T may add 
that the ſmallneſs of the 2 
and the great variety of Subject: 
containd in it, are no ſmall re- 
ion of a Work of this 
Nature; for the former will leſ- 
ſen the Price as well as make it 
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The Preface. %. © 
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The Preface. 


fit for a conflant Pocket-Com- 
panion, and the latter will be the 
Cauſe of its meeting with a more 
univerſally fauourable receptance | 
at the Hands of the Poetical | 
World. Having made theſe ad- 
vances, inſtead of entring into a 
farther detail of the juſt praiſes 0 
of this Collection and its Authors, 
T think it adviſeable not to detain 
thee any longer from the peruſal 
of the following Compoſitions, 
which will ſpeak their own Merits 
much better than is pretended 


to, by, 


Ingenious Reader, 


Yours, 


PrtLomusus, 


THE 


a 


3 
1 
[ 
3 


F 


[ 


| 1 


: 


CONTENTS. 


Page 


IR John Falſtaff” Song in Praiſe 7 
of Sack. : 
an Flermaphrodite. x0 
Rebel Scot. 7 
Dialogue betwixt a fair Nymphb and 8 10 
black Boy. | 
n an old Man courting a young Girl, 11 
n Alderman Hoyl that hang d himſelf. 14 
e Leveller, a Song. 16 
he chearful Heart, a Song. .18 
anſwer to the Curſe againſt Ale, a Song. 19 


12 


n a Butcher's Dog biting a Comman- 2 
der's Mare. 15 $22 
The Quakers Ballad. 28: 
The quict Retreat, & Song. 28 


Win at firſt.loſe at laſt,or,a Game at Cards. 29 
A 4 -" FO 


The Contents. 


The mad Man, a Song. -'> 
The four-legg d Quaker, 7 
A Folt on Michaelmas Day. 42 
The Scotch Riddle unfolded. 44 
Dr. Corbet's Jonrney to France. 48 
The Riddle of the Romndhead by Mrs. Behn. 53 
The Loyal Scot. At Song. 55 
Advice to the Gity, by Ar. Durfey. 58 
The King's Health ſet to Farinel's $7017 6-60 
A Sons at 2 loyal Feaſt in Weſtm. Hall. 62 


News fron: London. 63 
The Golden Ae. 65 
Of a Country Life. 66 
A petitionary Epiſtle 68 
A Receipt ro make Punch,by — 2 
Ratcliff. La 
The ſecond Part of the old Courtie r. 71 
A Song. 74 
4 Song. \ "5 
A Dialogue betwixt Phillis aud Strephon. 75 
A Song. 77 
A Song. 7 
A Song. ibid. 
A Song. 79 - 
A Song. ibid. 
A Song. ibid. 


Dialogue betwixt Oli. Cromwell 880 

and Charon. 
A Song. 82 
Sir Henry Wotten to Queen Anne. ibid. 
A 


The Conteats. i 


A Song on a Ladies Eyes and Lips. ibid. 
On a Hy driown'd in a Lady's Eye, 8 
by Dr. Loe. ; + 
A Song by Mr. Strowd. ibid. 
A Song in commendation of Muſick. 85 
A Song. 86 
An Ode by Mr. Randolph. ibid. 
On Mrs. Arabella Hunt Singing, by [ 
Mr. Congreve. * 9 
Mr. Alleſtery on What art thou Love! 92 
A Song en St. Cecilia's Day, by Ar. * 
Dryden. | 93 
Ar. Valden to his Friend Dr. one's 96 
berlain. 


A To a Lady playing on a Lite, by Ar. 


Pri 98 
lor. 

The Character of a gend Parſon, in | 
Imitation of Chaucer. - EE 
On a maiden Lady who dy'd at the Bath. 104 

A Song by Mr, Durfey. — 

A Song, | 106 

A- Song. | 107 

A Song. | 108 

A Song. | 109 

Song. | ibid. 

A Song by Mr. Oldham. 110 


A Songs by A, George Etheridge, ibid. 
A Song. 111 
A Jong by Col 14! Salsbory. [12 
A Song on ror atitugegby AH. Cowley 113 


a 


e e Oe RE Rene wo 
* 


N F 
* 
* r — * 
8 f 
. 


- 


LY 


I.) be Cautents. 


A Song by Mr. George Etheridge. 114 

A Song by Sir Robert Howard. ibid 

A Song by Sir George Granvill,E/q; 115 

A Dialogue between Thirſis and — 10 
rinda. 


A Song by Colonel Ouſtey. 119 
A Dialogue betwixt Love and Deſpair. 120 
A Song Engliſh and Latin. 122 
Chevy-Chaſe in Enzlifh and Latin. 124 
Voyage into Scotland. 124 


An old Shepherd courting a young N mph. 145 
Upon the two Gyants at the Entrance I ;1 : 3 
of the Phyſick Garden in Oxford. : 


The grand Tack. 149 
A Fable. 150 
On Mr. Dryden. ibid. 
The honeſt Man s Fate. ibid. 
A Song, 152 
On a Peruke-Block. ibid. 
Latiu Sons. | 153 
In Truncum capillat um. ibid. 


An Epitaph upon that profound and 
learned Caſuiſt, the late Ordinary E154 


of Newgate. 


VA nts 0 1.1 


Sir John Falle 8 $6 8 
Praiſe of Sack: Written 5 
Ben. Fm 
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Ome bicher py Siders 52 % 44} bak 
And leave your forked Mountain, 
I will you tell where is a Well, 
Doth far exceed . Fountain, 
Of which, it any Poet, 
Do taſte in ſome Ne menlure, | 
| It ſtraight doth th his Head and Quill, 
| Witt Ditties full of pleaſure ; 
And makes him fing give me bak, old Sack boys, oY 
To make the Muſes merry, 
The life of Mirth, and the joy of the arch, 
Is a Cup of good old Sherry. n 


*Tis not the God of Phyſck, 
Nor his 4 thecery, .., PA 

+ Nor all his Drugs, that ſtand in Jugs*; | : 
With Potions ordinary ; | _—_ 

That now ſhall be regarded, 

| © Or had in any wonder, 

His Urinal againſt the Wall, 
He now may Piſs aſunder. 

For we have found old Sack, eld Sack Boy 5 
Which makes à fick Man meriy, 

The life, Cc. 


** * 
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It is the true Nepenthes 
Which makes a ſad Man bali, 
rr 
9 
It takes away the Crutches, 
From Men are lame and cripled, 


9 * — = 


Agues and the Collic kk 


And dries the Pores, and Rhumes of the Noſe, 


If it be ſoundly ti 


Then let us drink or Sack, old Sack Boys, | 


Which maker; Cong nd, 
The life, Cc. 


Tt is the River Lethe, 

Where Men forget their Crofles, 

And by this drink they never think, 

Of Poverty and Loſſes, * 

It gives a Man freſh courage, ; 
hen E us ink ld Ja. a gest 

T us $4c 0 * 
Which makes us ſtout and merry. - Boy 


a 8 


' 


The life, Cc. 8 00 2 850 8 1 


nn 
It is the Well of Concord, 
Where Men do take up Quarrels, 
When love doth lack, by Aung rack, 
They draw it from the Barrels. © 
If Drunkards are nnruly, 
Whom Claret hath enflamed, 


| With a Cup or two, this Sack can do; 


They ſleep, and ſo are tamed, 


Ihen let us drink old Sack, oi Sack Boys, 


- Which makes us kind and merry 
The lite, Cc. ; 


The Broth with Barly ſodden, 
Compares not with this Liquor, 
The Drayman's Beer is not ſo clear, 


end toggy Ale is. * Ka: 


Metbeglin 


on ar Occaſions. 3 


e Quran rw 3 esel 05 15 
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ar my 
The life, c. 


No Fiery red-fac'd Claret, _ | 
Attended with his Borrage,... | 
No Rhenniſh Wine, that's valing fine; 
Nor „chat cools the Courage; 
No baſe begotten Baſtard, 
Nor Blood of any Berry, 
Can raiſe the Brain. to ſuch a ſtrain, 
Nor make the Heart ſo merry. 
Then let us drink old Sack, old Sack Boys, 
Which makes us blith and merry, 
The life, Ce. | 


The Citizen loves Fidling, 
That he may frisk and caper, 
The Scholer looks upon his OS 
And pores upon a Pa 
The gentle biood likes nting | 
Where Dogs do trace — Smelling, 
And ſome love Hawks, ſome Groves and Walks, 
And ſome a handſome Dwelling. 
Yet all theſe without Sack, old Sack Boys, 
Makes no Man kindly merry, 
The life, &c. 


The knot of hearty Friendſhip, 2 
Is by good Sack combined, 5 * £ A 
They love no 7s, nor mortal Wars © 
That are to Sack inclined, . 1 
Nor can he be diſhoneſt, 
Whom Sack and — feed th, 


4 

* 

\ 

| 
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For all Men ſee, he's fat and. free, 


And no i Humour breederh. 


Then let us i + ul den 
That makes us fat and 8 ; 


The life, &. 1 
A Quart of Sack Aal FD; 


And drank to Bed-ward wholly, 


I dare be bold, doth cure the Co 


And purgeth Melencholly, | Mit | : 

It comforts aged Perſons, 5 
And ſeems their Youth to render, 

It warms the Brains, it fills the Veins, 
And freſh Blood doth Ingender. 

Then let us drink old Sack, old Sack Boys, 
Which makes us warm and MISTY 

The lite, c 4 


Sack makus a faiehful Subject, 
That doth no Treaſon ſtudy, 
Nor doth he think, when he takes this drink, 
Ot Plotting Murthers bloody ; . 
Ne loves his King and Country, | 
From whom he nerer ſtarted, 
"Lhe great Black Fact, well fill d with Sack, n 
Doth make the Grd true hearted. | 
7 hen fet us drink ou Sach, old Sack Boys. 
Which makes the Subjects met ry, . 
The lite, e. 


No care comes near this Fountait, 
Where Joy and Mirth ſurpaſſes, 
And the God of drink, ſtands up to the brink, 
All arm'd in Venice Glaſſes 1 
Aud calls upon good Fellows, a 
That are both wile and merry, 
That about this Spring, they wou d dance end ing, 
And drum 3 Cup of Sherry, 


Ihen 


4 b. 4 * * 


on ſeveral Octaſſont. 5: 


Then let us drink old Sack, old $ 6 
Which makes us wiſe and . 
And about this Spring e lng, | 
GEELONG ee Ned 4 


* » 


— 
1 * 


* — 


Upon an HERMAPHRODITE. 


— 7 — 


Ir, or Madam, choſe. you whetwr,- 
8 Nature twiſt d you both together 
d makes the Soul two garbs confeſs, 
Both pettycoat and breeches dreſs. 
Thus we chaſtiſe the God-of Wine. 
With Water that is feminine, | 
Unti] tbe chooler-Nymph abate 
His wrath, and ſo concorporate 
Adam till his Rib was loſt 
Had both Sexes thus ingroſt 
When Providence our Sire did cleave, 
And out of Adam carved Eve; 
Then did Man bout Wedlock treat, ü 
To make his body up complee e. 
Thus Matrimony ſpeaks but „ 
In a grave Solemnite; b ol 
For Man and Wife maße but one nent 
Canonical Hermaphrodite. | 
Ravel the body, and I find 
In every Limb a double kind, 
Who would not think that Head a paler 71 * 2 22 
That breeds Factions in the Hair??? 
One half ſo churliſh in the touch, Tos 2 ; 
That rather than endure ſo mach, 1; 4d 
It would my tender Limbs appaz el 
In Regulus his nailed Barrel: 
But x other half ſo (mall, 
; And ſo Amorous withal, - 


en > B 3 33 That 


* 
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my 
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That Cupid wpid thinks each Hair doth grow 
2 his invis ble bow. * 
look Babies in thine Eyes, | 

Here Venus there Adones lies 


And tho' thy Beauty be high Noon, 


Thy Orb contains both Sun and Moon ; 
Pow many melting kiſſes ip 

Twoxt thy Male and Female lip 2 

Twixt thy upper bruſh of Hair 

And thy nether Beards deſpair > 

When thou ſpeak ſt, I would not wrong 
Thy ſweetneſs with a double Tongue: 
_ in every fingle ſound 
A perfect Dialogue is found? 
Thy Breaſts di ſeingnilh one another, 
— is the T e. that the Brother. 

72 'ſt hands my ear till fancies 

—— und, I 7ohn take Frances: 
Feel but the difference; THR and rough, 
This is a Gantlet that a Muff: 

Had by Hlyſſes at the Sack 
Of Troy brought thee his Pedlars Pack, 
And Weapons too te know Achille? 
From King Nichomedes Phillis, 92 
His Plot had fail d; this Hand would fee! 
The Needle, that the warlike Stecl, 
When Muſick doth thy pace advance, 
Thy right Leg takes thy left to Dance, 
Nor is't a Galliard danc'd by one, 
But a mixt Dance, tho' all alone: 
Thus every heterochte part 


Changes gender, not the Heart. 


Nay, thole which madeſtly can mean, 
And dare not ſpeak, are Epicoene ; * 
That Gamſter needs muſt overcome, 
That can plav both Tib and Te. 
Thus did Natures mintage vary; 
Coyuing thee a Flulip and Mary. 


rH: 


ve 


en ſeveral "_ 
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The Rebet SCOT- 


4 


Ow? Provides e e Sth rw? 
cies Made Sowa wane Back > 
Than ML eur Np 25 whe 
0a ' us 
ing he Bs bchward; Th | "00 
Nos al che backers in « C Qune 
Shall quench my Rage. A Poet ſhould be fear d 
When angry, like a Cone flaming beard. 
And where's the Stoick ? Bo pre ops 
To ſee his fick of Pims Diſeaſe, 
By Scorch Invaſion to be made a prey, . 
To ſuch Pig Wiggin Mirmdazs as they ? ._ 
But that. ther's charm in Verſe, 1 older den 
The Name of Scat without an Antidote, 


unleſs m 8 that I mught'brew © 
— ght de Poy ſon too. 


that migh 
m—_ Ia 21 ge, whoſe. Note 
h 9 as 1 üglers Throat 


Beit Neben: Cn in Sir Emy tick 's tone 5 


Over) Pills In Con Wack deſtruQion, 

Or roar like Marſhal} that Geneva Bull, 

Hell and Damnation a Pulpit full: 

Yet to expreſs a Scet to pl that Prize. 

Not all thoſe mouth G Os 

Tl fat) 0h de curl u en 

f 2 3 alte 55 x, 
ome dur rs. 

And Badger-like, bite till Four For, 


Help ye tart Satyriſts to * Ra 
With all the Scorpions that 151 Nene Eq this Age 
Scots are like Wiches. do bat whet your * 


rt you then 


Scratch till the blood comeghey dot 


ra 


* 
* — 0 = 
r 
— Y < . 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd to take 
The ſhapes of t ſtake:; 
Ile batt my Scot ſo, yet not cheat your eyes; 
A Scot within a Beaſt is no diſgui 

No more let Ireland brag, her harmleſs Nation 
Foſters no Venom fince the Sore 1 ml oh 01 
Nor can ours feign'd Anti Said | ; 


12 5 15 55 2 . 
het, "are Agro 3 
nes kad coſt TOPS 
ile hey Hi 8 in their termly Fees, 
Firſt to the Salvage r next ta theſe 
Natort herſetf doth Scotch. men Beafts ales. | N 


Making their Country ſuch t Wildergefß: 
A Land that briggs in que aod fittÞ 
Gads Omni-preſence,” hut that n catge t 
But that Montreſc, and Cr A ford. Loyal 1 
Atton'd their Sas, and Chriſt "ned half; the Lak; 
Nor is it all the Nation hath theſe Spots Ha 
There is a Church, as well as KiK of 8 1 = 
As in a Picture where the 9 — 17 + wh 


Shews Fiends on this ſide, asd on that 0 
He that ſaw Hell in's 7 5 Deen 4 50 
And in the 1 wi. light of his Feictst Theam ak 

Scar d from his Sins repented in a Fright, . 7 


Had he view'd Scotland, had turn'd Proſelite. 
A Land, where one may pray with curſt met, 8 
O may they never ſuffer Baniſnmente 
Had Cain been Scet,God would ha ye change d his deans 
Not forc't him wander, but confin'd him ho _ 4 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as Infection f 1 
As if the Devil had ubiquity 3 den bas 
Hence tis they live, at Rovers and defie 5 
This or that place 3 Rags of Geo graphy. 25 K 
They r Citizens o th World; they Yall in ail, 
Scotland's a Nation Epidemteni. IH, 


on ſeveral Occrſions. 9. 


And yet they ramble, not to learn the mode 
How to be dreſt, or how-to liſp abroad: 

To return knowing in the Spaniſh Shrug, 

Or which of the Dutch Statt double Jug 
Reſembles moſt, in Beli or in Beard; 

(The Card by Which the Marineryare Steer'd 
No, the Scors-Errant Fight and Fight to eat; 


Their Oftrich-ftomachs make their Swords their meat · 


Nature with Scots, as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 
Who uſe to hang their Teeth upon their Belt. 
Yet wonder not at this their happy choice; 

The Serpents fatal ſtil to Paradice. 

Sure England hath the Hemeroids, and theſe 

On the North poſture ot the Patient ſeize, 

Like Leeches: Thus they Phyſically thirſt 

After our Blood, but in the Cure ſhall burſt . 


Let them not think to make us run o'th fcore, 


Jo purchaſe Villinage as once before, 
When an AR Paſs'd to ſtroak them on the Head: 
Call them good Subjects, buy them Gluger. bread, 
Nor Gold. nor Acts of Grace, tis Steel muſt tame” 
The ſtubborn Scot : A Prince that would reclaim * 
Rebels by yielding, doth like him or (worle, ) 
Who ſadled his own Back, to ſhame his m—_— 

Was it for this you left. your leaner Soil, 
Thus to lard Iyael with Egypte ſpoil? © 
They are the Goſpel Life-guard : But for them 


The Garriſon of New 7eruſatem! | 
What would the Brethern do? the Cauſe ! the Cauſe 


Sack-poſlets and the Fundamental Laws 


Lord what a goodly thing is want of Shirts ! 


How a Scots-ſtomach; and no meat Converts ! 
They wanted Food, and Raymenc ; to they to- K 
Religion for their Seamltrels, and their Cook -/ 
Uomask them well; their Kowours and Eft? te, 

As well as Conſcience are ſophiſticate. 

Shrive but their Titles, and their Money poize, 

A Lard and twenty pounds pronounc * ih noiſe 


B 5 Wh 6, 


* 


* 
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When conſtru'd, but for a plain Yeoman go, 

_ a _ ſober nm penn. and well 3 
ence then you pr ors, t yon 

You Picts in Gentry and I Devotion 190 za, 

You ſcandal to a ock of Vat. a Race 

Able to bring the Gibbet in Diſgrace. 

Hyperbolus = uffering did trader 

The Oſtraciſm, and Ham d it out of uſe, 

The Indian, that Heaven, did forſwear, 

Becaule he heard the Spaniards were there, 

Had he bat known what Scors in Hell had been, 

He would Ergfmus like have hung between: 

My Mule hath _ A voider for the nonce: 

I wrong the Devil ſhould I pick their Bones. 

That Diſh is his ; for when the $cors Deceaſe, 

Hell like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. » 
A Scot, when from the Gallow-tree . 35. 
"ns into Styx, t 2 Sco 


1 „ 
* ** 


4 Fair ra fre, a Black BOY 
Courting | her. 


b. Tand off, and let me take the Air; 
Why ſhould the ſinoak purſue. the Fair ? 
By. My race is fat thence may be gueſs't 
What Flames within have ſcorch d my Breaſt, 
Ne Ihe Flame of Ecve I cannot view; 
or the dark Lanthorn of thy hue, 
"And yet this Lanthron keeps Loves Taper, 
Fund r than yours that's White Paper. 
Whaz;ever Midnight hath been here, 1 
The Noon. ſhine of your Light can clear, 
Nyj1pb. My! Moon of an Eclipſe is fraid, 
It thou Ao0uld interpoſe thy ſhade. 
Buy. Yet one thing! Sweet-heart ) I will ask, 
„ler 15,24 ae falſe Mask. 


* » 
LU 5 
* +> 
o N 8 5. 


f 


Nympk. Tin Ele up Paper; make me guet 


eon wer a Occaſious, 11 
Nan . Yes = but m ſhall be this; 
— Maak off when I a 
Bo. Our curl'd Imbraces-ſhalldelight, 
To chequer Lidghs with-black and white, . 


Our Nuptial Bed will male a Preis; 

And in our Sports if any came 

They'l read a wanton Epi 

Why ſhould my Black Jove impair ? 

Let the dark Shop commend th _— gr * 

Or it thy love from Black | 

Fle ſtrive to wilt it off wick Lear. Tis pt 
Nymph. Spare fruitleſs Tears, fince.thou muſt needs 

Still wear about. thee Weeds: * | A 

Tears can no more affection win, | * 

n 


ST enfulce . 


Sa kl. 
Kd . 4 
— : * en 


; 
25 — 
2 2 | 


An Otd Man cane 4 Nang ö Girl. 


Ome beauteous Mun, canſt thou * 
An Aged, Wiſe, Majeſtick Grace 
To mingle with thy youthful Flames, 
And make thy Glories ſtay de The Dames 
Of looſer gefture bluſh to'lee 
Thy Lillies cloath'd with gravity :; 


Thy happier Choice, thy gentle / ine 


With a 1 El m entwine: 

Seal fair Nymph that lovely Tye 

Shall ſpeak thy Honour loud 8 high. 
Nym. Ceaſe Grand hre lever and forbear 

To Court me with thy Sepulehre: e 

Thy chill December — my May, 

Thy Evening and my Break of DA 

Can brook no Mixture, no Condition, | 

But ſtand in perfect Oppoſition, 8 

7 


— — — — _ 
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Nor can my active Heart imbrape : wd ; i 1 

A ſhivering. Agus it-Loves:chigedd ym v2, 15 

| Only pethaps. ca lually 'T 22 nn bt 13 1.0 VA 

May male thy forked 55 ine ig,! 0 01 
Aan. If. fret ted Roofs td Body off Downjen 


And the wonder of the nun, — U ls 85 1.7 24.4 

Bended Knees, and. coſt ly Fare 0 Ni be 

— dainties wahout cite, : Let! 
ay tefmpeatfons motives be ul 70 (AV 4% 


— the/ alt attend on the. N nigh eth 25 
A to raiſe thy Alis the — 7 
Swell thy Tranles vulth pretious Dye 0 „in. al] 
The vlittering: ehtrails of: mei, od. > en 
I · varniſh and perfame thy Net. 
Nym. I queſtion not, 84g. bee ge te 


That weds your brave Oblig (as Al. 
Your Tiſſick, Rhumes, and So ; Face, 
Shall meet t with Fretted Rooſs apace ; 8 


Tfancy not your bended knees, 
Leſt bowing you can ſpright! riſe; * 
Your Gold too when yo le 12 5 
Will quickly become Pretious = 
And dainty Cates without d $90 A 
May glut the Day, and ſtarve / Niche: KA Ne 
For when thou boaſts hy Beds of Bin, 
The man, #is'man fl ER” 2 v3 en ct 
Man. Nay gentle Nymph think not oy Fire | 
So quench'd, but that the ſtrong deſire 1? 
Love can wake it, and createc.. 
New Action to Co-operate, 00. 2 GN 
The ſparks of Youttr-are not ſo gone, 
But I ay marry, that I can, 
Come ſmac me then my pretty dear 
Taſte what a lively change is here. 
Why fly hat me 24 i. ods) x 
An. — Lee, Ice be gone, 
Cage 20% With thy Fate Zone. 
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That pale Aſpect would beſt become | 

The lad complexion of g: Temb, b. s „ 351 D 
Think not thy Church-yard-look ſhall move 7 
My Spring to be c iavers .o: bd d: of 
If at the Reſurrection ve 7 145 1 
Shall chance to Marry call on me; ä 1 


By that time I perhaps may gueſs 
How to Bathe and how to ” Dreſs 
Thy weeping Legs, and Sympathie, 
With periſh'd Lungs and wopper Eyes; 
Aud think-thy touchy Paſſion wit 
Love diſdain and flatter it; 
And 'midſt this coſtive puniſument 
Raiſe a politick content. | 

But whule the Solſtice of my Years | 
Glortes in its higheſt Sphears, 
Deem not, I will 7 tx [ 29-50 
The Vaſlal of Infirmity, ms 11 70 
The Skreen of flegmatick — ! 2 
Decay d Methuſalem his: age. 
No ! give me lively Nleaſures, ſuck 
Melt the fancy in the touch; 
Raiſe the Appetite, and more, 3 2X 
Satisfie it o're and o re- 
Then from the Aſhes of thoſe Fires 
Kindle freſh and new Deftres. h ats 
So Cyprus be the Scen: Above 
Venus and the God of Love, 
Knitting true love-xnots in one 
Merry happy Union. 
Whiles their feather d Team appears 
Doves and Sparro vs in their gears, 
Flutt' ring ore. the Jovial Fry, 
Sporting in Lov's Comedy. 

Nun. kleld baſty Soul-! Beauty's a Flouæt I 
That may periſh in an Hour 3, T7 
No Diſeaſe dut can dilgrace 
Ihe triff igg Bloſſoms of a Facc, 


A 
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And nip the heights of. thoſe fond Toys © 
That now are doted on with praiſe, ' 
The Noon of the Sun WT 7 
To the ſhades of Night muſt come. 

May, for all her gilded prime, 

Has its weak and withering time. 

Not a bud that ows its Bi 

From the teeming Mother Earth, 

But oxcels the fading dreſs 

Of a Womans iovelineſs, - 

Eor when Flowers vaniſh here, 

They may ſpring another year. 

But frail Beauty when tis gone, 

Finds no Reſurrection. 

Scorn me then, coy N;mph no more, 

Fly no higher do not ſore ; 

Thoſe pretty Rubies of thy Lips 

Once muſt know u pale Eclipſe > 

And that plump alluring skin 

Will be furrow'd deeply in: 

And thoſe curled locks ſo bright, 

Time will all be ſnow with white. 

Not a glory not a glance, 

But muſt ſuffer change and chance. 

Then, tho now you'l not Contract 1 4 
With me in the Marriage A ; | 1:3 
Yet perforce chuſe, chute you whether 2 
You and I ſhall Lye together. 


. — 
- . 


—_— — 


On the happy Alemory of Alder man Hoyle 
that Hang d hi mſelſ. 


LE Heil fair Fruit | may every Crab tree bear 
uch Bloſſoms, and ſo lovely every year! 

Call ye me this the Slip? Marry it is well, 

Zacheus flip'd to Heaven, the Thief to Hell: 


But 
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But if the Saints thus give the Slip, tis need 
To look about us to preſerve the Breed, f 
Th'are of the Running and none, to poſt 

In nooſes blanks the reck ning with their Hoff. 

Here's more than cordum I ſuppoſe 

That knit this knot, guilt ſeldom ſingly goes! 

A wounded Sou) cloſe coupled with the ſenſe 

Of Sin, pays home its proper Recompence, 

But hark you Sir, if haſte can grant the time, 

See you the danger yet what tis to climb 

In Kings Prerogatives? things beyond juſt, 

When Law ſeems brib'd to doom them, muſt be truſs d. 

But O I ſmell your Plot ſtrong through your Hoſe, 

"Twas but to cheat the Hang-man of your Cloaths. 

Elſe your more active Hands had fairly ſtay d 

The leaſure of a Plalm: Fudas has pray d. 

But later Crimes cannot admit the pauſe, 

They run upon Effects more than the Cauſe, 

Yet let me ask one queſtion why alone? | 

One Member of a Corporation? 

'Tis clear amongſt Divines, Bodies and Souls 

As joyntly active, ſo their judgment rowls 

Concordant in the Sentence; why not ſo 

In earthly ſufferings ? States attended go. 

Bur I perceive the Knack : Old Women ſay, 

And be't approv'd, each Dog ſhall have his day. 
Hence (weep the Almanack ; Lilly make room, 
And Blanks enough for the new Saints to come, 

All in Red Letters: As their faults have been 

Scarlet, ſo Limb their Annzverſe of Sin, 

And to their Childrens credits and their Wives 

Be it ſtill laid, They leap fair for their Lives. 


A SONG, 
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Tay nel don't fly me, | 
But ſit thee down by me, it. 
I cannot endure 75 | 
A Man that's demure, | 
Go hang up =_—_ wn rung and Sirs, 
Your song . 
With — 12 and your lips, 
Your Madams and Lords, | 
And ſuch finikin words, " 
With the complements you bring 
That do ſpell NO-THING, 


You may keep for the Chains and the Furs 
For at the beginning was no Peaſant or I rince, . 
And twas policy made the diſtinction fance. 


2. 
Thoſe Titles of Honours 
Do remain in the - Donours. 
And not in that thing, 
To which they do cling. 


If his Soul be too narrow to wear um, 


No delight can] fee 

In that word call d degree, 
Honeſt Dick ſounds as well 
Asanameot an Ell, 

That will Titles doth ſwell 
And Hunds like a [p-11. 


To affright mortal ears that lar um. 


He that wears a brave foul, and dares gallantly do, 
May be bis on Herall and Godfather too. : 


771 
3. V. hy 


a "RR 26. us 
Why theu auld we goat on} iii” 
One with a ſook coat on > "© 
Whoſe Coffers are cram'd, 
But yet he l be dam'd, 
Ere he'l do a good act or a r one? 
What Reaſon has ne 
To be Ru er tobe he? > * en 2017 144 
Thats a Lord in his cheft, el Kit 2557 | 
But 19's head and his breaff 
Is empty and bare, 
Or but puff d up with air 
And can neither 4% nor a4viſe one. 
Honour's but air, and proud fleſh but duſt is, 


Tis we Commons make and the — makes 
"0 Lthe Fuſtice- 


But fince men duft be Ina 
Oc a differnt degree, 
Becauſe moſt do aſpire,' - | # 
To be greater and _ 
Thin che ad of their Yowsand broken,” 
| He that has ſuch# ſpirie, 
Let him gain it by's merit, 
Spend his brain, wealth, of blood © | 
For his Countries good, — 
And make himſelf fit 
By his Valour or Wit, 
For things *bove the reach of all aber. 
For Honour's a prize, and who wins it may wear it, 
If not tis a * and a burthen to bear it, 


> BS © 
% 


. ' 

For my part let me | Fr. 
Be quiet and free TY 
Fle drink ſack and obey, | | 
And let great ones M 3.801 
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And ſi And ſpend their whole time in thinking, 
Ple nere buſie my pate 
With ſecrets of State, ; 
The News Pooks Tle burn all, 
And wit Diurnal 
Light TobMes, and admit 
33 5 and drink 
they lerve good conmpany 1 
All the name 1 dene is an honeſt — 
And that man has no worth that wont ſometimes be 
© (mellow, 


„ ASONG.. 
The Chearful Heart. 
Hat th! cheſe ieimesdo go croſto ou Will 


And Fortune ſtill trowns u 
Our hearts are our on, and they be ſo ftil, 
A pin for the Plagues they lay on us. 2 


Let us take t other aps | 


S 3 5 


What tho we are * both Beggars and Slever, 
Let us ſtoutly endure it and drink on, 


Iis our comfort we ſuffer,cauſe we will not be knaver, 
Our Redemption will come ere we think ont. 
We muſt flatter end fear | 


Thoſe that over us ace, 


And 


> 
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And make um believe that we love um, 
When their Tyrennies paſt, 
We will ſerve them at laſt, , 
As they ſerv'd thoſe that have been above um. 


| 3: 
The Levites do for the Gooſe and the Pig, 
To drink Wine but at Chri and Eaſter, 
The Doctor doth labour our to New-trig, 
And makes Nature to faſt, but we feaſt her, 
The Lawyer doth baw], 4% 
Out his Lungs and his Gaul, 
For the Plantiff and for the Defendant ; 
At Books the Scholar lies 
: Till by Flarus he dies, 
Wich the ugh herd werd at the end ou t. 


Tis better 


to ſigh out our Breath, 
And invite our own Death 


By the Gout, or the Stone and the Cholick. 


A S O N G. 
The Anſwer to the Curſe againſt Ale. 


O Gag for ſhame that Strumpet Muſe! 
Let not her Spaniſh Tongue abuſe, 
Out wholſome and Herejick Engliſh juice. 
2. 'Twag 


20 e, : MS 


” 2 ** f 
2.4 
*T was not this Loyal Hpdt n 


— Gates againſt our Sovereign, but 
Strange a into our Thy — * 


* 
wben Ale was 4 Canonical 
There were no Thetves, nor Watch, nor Hall, 
Men neither Hole, nor lack 4, for Ale was all. 


4. 


That Poet ought to be dry or dumb, 
And to our brown, Bowls never come, | 
Who drinking Ale, vents only Drugs and Sciun. 


Ws 
Nor had that Soldier drunk enovgh, 
For Ale both valour gives and buff 
Makes Men en and 204 * 


hk i 


33014 21 6. ; 
Twas the Meal not FIT ub was the Cauſe, 
The Mill fell down, for one ſmall Clauſe. 

In one Meal Act, hath overthrown our Laws. 


7. 


The worth of Ale none can 
But by the aſſiſtance of the ſame, 
From it our Land derives its nobleſt name. 


YT £4 With this Men were infpir d, but not 
LY As kickſhew brains ave now, (God wot) jy 
NP Laſpir'd, that i Is, run TY gone Kn0WSs en wh 


> 


— N - ew - „ 
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9. How 


= 


on ſeveral Occaſions. ', 21 
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How did our ſtout Forefathers make, 

All Artichriſt un Nation quake... 
When they their Nut: bromn Bowls,and- Bills did take, 


' | | #239 +4.» MA A ma. 1 1 
What noble ſparks old Ale did kindle, © 

But now ſtrange drinks: do make Men dwindle, 
And Pigmies get, ſcarce fit to ſway a ſpindle. 


11. 
This Liquor makes the drinkers Fight 
Stoutly, while others ſtoutly Write: 
This both creates the Poet and the Knight. 


12, 
This makes the Drawer in his Gown 
And chain to ride and rule the Town, T7 
Whole orient Nyſe exemplifies his frown. 


13. 
How reverently the bur ly Hcſt 
With Basket-hilted Pot and Toſt, 
Commandi the bat d meats, and then rules the Roaſt. 


. I 4+ 
But oh the Brewer bears the Bell! 
This makes him to ſuch bighneſs ſwell, 


As none but Ale inſpir d can think or tall. 


15. 
Divert that Curſe then, or give o re, 
Non Philip can hurt Ale no more 

This his Armads, England heretofore- 


* „ = 
af 7 3 * 


- 
* 
_w 


W 


f N {yp © 1 : 3 Sd 4 MO * — 
2 1 * 1 S 6 
* er ae 


* N + 2 
„ 
3 


— 


2 
I 2 5 * 
ee 


w_—ye 


AW 7 
— 


22 SONGS and POEMS 


Of a Butchers Dog that bit 4 made 
Mare that ſtood to be Knight of a Shire. 


LL you that for Parliament Members do ſtand 
For County, Borough, or City, 

Liſten now to my Song, which is doleful for and 

A lamentable Ditty. 2 


2. 
For you mult take notice that there was a Dog, 
Mey + _ Maſtiff DE (you — = 
if this great were ty d to a great C10 
It had been full happy for we. TO 


| 3. 
And eke there was a great Colonel ſtout, 
That had been in many a Slaughter, 
But this Maſtiff to eat him was going about, 
As you ſhall hear hereafter. 


4. 
You bloody Malignant why will you ſtill Plot?! 
Twill bring you to hanging you know ; 
For if this Dog had done what he did not, 
How had he been ud I trow ! 


7. 
But happy was it for ſweet Veſtminſter 
When they went to make their Choice ; E 
That this Plot was fonnd out, for why ſhould this 
In Elt:Fions have a Voice? ( Cur 


6. 
For ſurely this Maſtiff, tho' he was big, 
And had been lucky at fighting, < 
er 
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Yet he was not qualifi d worth a fig 
And therefore he fell a biting, 


© >£ 


But whom do you think? A thing of great note 
And a worthy Commanders Mare, 5 

O what a ſtrange Battle had there been fought, 
Had they gone to fight Dog, fight Bear. 


£9 ZIAC: MG 1 Wen 200 
This Deg was Leveller in his heart, 
Or ſome Tub preaching (ur, 
For honour of greatnels he car d not a fart, 
And low d neither Lord nor Sir. 


- . 
For when the Commander was mounted on high, 

And got above many « Brother. 
It angred this Dog at the guts verily, 


To ſee one Man above another. 


10. : 
And therefore he run at him with open mouth, 
But it ſeems the Dog was but dull, 
He had as good took a Bear by the Tooth, - 
As miſtook a Horſe tor a Bull 1 


11. 
But this Plot was diſcover d in very good time, 


And ſtrangely, as you may perceive, 
For the People ſaw him committing this Crime ; 
And made him his biting leave. 


12. | 
And ſo they were parted without any harm, 
That now any body ſeeth, [2 
tor it ſeems this Dog that made all this alar n, 
Did but only ſhew his tet th. x 
13. 


& 
24 SONGS and POEALS 


te 
So this Cavalier Cur was beaten full ſore, 
And many knock on the pate, 
But they ſerv d him 2right Fay had beatchim more 
For medling with Matters of State. „ b. 


1 N 
Now Heaven look down on our Fs Protector, 
His Commanders and Members eke, 
And keep him from the teeth of aeg nd 
That is not able to f 


1 — | 


And hang all ſuch Dogs — 3 Honours do hate, 
Let them cleaf themſelves if them can, 

For if they are ſuffered to be in the State, 
They! Conſpire r Horſe and Man. 


The 1 B 5 L LA D. 


E She-friends and He-friends whoever Inherit, 
Infallible Light in Dark-lanthorn of Spirit, 

Come prick up your Ears, for behold I will Wye, 

With a Hymn that is call'd by the Wicked a Ditty. 


In the Scuffle we late have had with the Baptiſts, 
Wherein both our Honour and Intereſt wrapt is, 
Tho? our Logick perhaps be too weak to diſpute 'um 
We hope by a Ballad at leaſt to Confute um. 


For tho' Fiddle and Organs are both Byubitoniſh 
Wherewith the Prophane delighted alone is ; 
Yes in ſuch a caſe Inſpiration may haunt _ 
Even us which are perfect to warble a Chaunt. 


Then 


CIR ATTY wn 
_ . on. ſeveral Occaſions, 25 
Then let us a while our tremblings lay by, 
And quit our ſtill Meetings to ſet up a cry, 
Lets challenge, and rant, talk loud and be bold 
For the Spirit at preſent doth move us to ſcold, 


Tis time to exclaim, as receiving the wrong, 
And take up that carnal weapon the Tongue, 
For if we delay our whole Party muſt fink, 
And our long-boaſted Light go out in a ſtink. 


Our juglings ſo plain will appear that each Eye, 
Through the Mask of our holy r will ſpy, 
And ſee that a Quaker, when ſtript of his Paint, 
Is nearer a- kin to an Atheiſt than Saint. 


Then let us Equivocate neatly and lay, 

A plauſible meaning on all that we ſay, 

And the very ſame art that ſerves to excuſe us, 
At once ſhall condemn all thoſe that accuſe us. 


This being done, we point time-and place, 

And come full prepared to bandy the caſe, 

In the Barbican firſt we gave them a meeting, 
And never was ſeen ſuch a Bear- garden greeting. 


A Rabble thruſt in from each end of the Town, 

And before half an Argument could be laid down, 

In leſs time than a Man can a Pot of Ale ſwallow, 

*'T was confirm'd with a Whoop, and deny'd with 2 
| ( Hollow. 

The place like a Hot-houſe appear'd, and by hap, 

Some Friends might be cured here of a Clap; 

And if it were ſo, I cannot but ſay, 

"Twas the beſt effect of our meeting that day, 


But once more have at 'um, for without doubt, 
If we cannot Confute, we mult tire them our, 
We C 


Ard 
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And therefore ſent word they were cowardly lubbars 
If they would not in Spittle fields venture a rubbers. 


Four Mours and more we Diſpute in and out, 
To know what it was we ſhould 1 about, 
Which yet at the laſt was never agreed, 

proceed. 


But no matter for that, we reſolv d to 
»T would have made Puſs laugh, or Child in the Cri- 
To hear us chop Logick, and talk Sylogilms, (ſomes, 


That ſpiritual Cantings of Naylor and's Brood, 
Should Apoſtatize thus into figure and mood. 


To ſee holy Seed ſo grand a Deſigner, 

As to turn Yea and Nay into Major and Minor, 
Uſe language of Beaſt Concedo or Pergo, 

And tickle their Tobies at laſt with an Exgo- 


At firft they came on like huffing Philiſtianc, 

And needs would attempt to prove us no Chriſtians, 
When moſt by our wranglings already thought much 
To believe that in truth either of us were ſuch. 


All Dialogues we cry'd down as prophane, 
Tho' divers of us had written in that ſtrain 
But that by a Figure muſt be underſtood, 
Making things bad in others, in us to be good. 


gut let Friends take notice how baſely they wr 
By luggeſting a Papiſt God bleſs us, r 
But there was no need of that I muſt tell ye, 
Since each of us carries his Pope in his belly. 


Our fixes to be Chriſtians we loudly declare, 
But avoid the conteſt to prove that we were; 
For we find that our Interefl doth better agree, 
Lo be counted Chriſtians, than truly to be. 


Let 


1 
8, 


uch 


Let 
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Yet inveagled at laſt by a kind of a wyle, ( while, 
We were drawn into what we had ſhun'd all this 
But ſtill we were ſafe, tho! ſhrewdly put to't, 


For when all ſhifts fail, Inſpixations can dot. 


To this then we fly, thoꝰ certain it be, 

Old Mahomer had as much claim to't as we, 
However it ſerves to ward off a blow, 

For who ſhall refute what no Man can know. 


For if folks would kave Wonders or Miracles done, 
We confeſs we can inſtance at preſent but one, 
That ſo many ſhould Scripture forſake, 

And in our ridiculous whimſies partake. 


But tho' in good form we would argue no more, 
We went on with bauling as high as before ; 7 
For we knew that the croud would the glory afford, 
To him that ſpoke loudeſt, and had the laſt Word. 


To prave that we did our Antagoniſt beat, 

[Tis enough for to ſay that we made them retreat; 
And charged them bravely when we had done, 

In the Rear with an eccho, they run Friends, they run. 


— toſhew atone ammunition of _ 

as yet not nor weary our ongues, 
After this we rg Bees new. quoil, 

And fell all a Preaching in Rank and in File, 


Thus in brief a ſtrange clutter we kept, and a ſtir 
But what good came on't, if I know I'm a Cur; x 
Only people went home, ſome fick; and ſome lame, 
But all of them juſt as wile as they came. 


i A SONG, 
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A SONG in Epſome-WWells 
The Quiet Retreat. 


Oz how I abhor 
The tumult, and ſmoke of the Town! 
The glittering no OP 
itteri urt, a raudulent Gown 
The Suburb debauches : 
The Cheats of the City ; - 

The ratling of Coaches, 5 

And the noiſe of the Men they call witty. 
It give me the Man from all vanity free, 
With good itore of Land, 

And a Country Command, 

Who honeſt dares be, | 
Who Juſtice dares do, and the Nation would ſerve, 
And nr re from his true Country Principles ſwerve; 

I his, this is the Man for me. 
While the fluttering vain Gallant, in London, conſumes 
His Eſtate in rich Cloaths, and Perfumes; 


And makes his face ſnine, 
With Burgundy Wine; Bawd, 
Spends his Youth, and his Wealth on a Punk, or'a 


While ſuch ſhall his Wit, and his Bounty applaud 5 
Give me the good Man, that lives on his own grounds, 
| And in his own bounds, nt 
Has room for his Hawks, and his Hounds; 
Can feaſt his own Tenants, with fowls.,and with fiſhes, 
And trom his own plenty, with good ſtore of diſhes ; 
And not with damn'd Wines, but with good Engliſh 
Oer their honeſt hearts can prevail; (Ale, 

And nothing to others doth owe, 
But frem his own Houle hears his own Oxen Low: 
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And his own Sheep Bleat, 


This, this is the Man who is truly call'd great. 


Win at Firſt, loſe at Laſt, Or, The Gane 
at CARDS. 


E merrydgearts that love to Play 
At Cards, ſee who hath won the Day; 
You that once did ſadly Sing, | 
The Knave o'th Clubs hath won the King, 
Now more happy Times we have, 
The King hath overcome the Knave. 


Not long a-go a Game was Play'd, 

When Three Crowns at the Stake was lay d; 
England had no cauſe to boaſt, | 
Knaves won that which Kings had loſt ; 
Coaches gave the way to Carts, | 
And Clubs were better Cards than Hearts, 


Old Noll was the Knave of Clubs, 

And Dad of ſuch as Preach in Tubs ; 
Bradſhaw, Ireton, and Pride, 

Were Three other Knaves beſide : 
And thus they play d with half the Pack, 
Throwing out all Cards but Black. 


But the Juſt Fates threw theſe Four out, 
Which made the Loyal Party ſhout ; 

The Pope would fain have had the Stock, 
And with theſe Cards have wip'd his Dock, 
But ſoon the Devil theſe Cards ſnatches, 
To dip in Brimſtone, and make Matches. 


C 3 But 


Whilſt the grateful ſounds ſweet Ecchoes repeat, 


yh” 
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But ſtill the Sport for to maintain, 
Lambert, Ha and Vain; 
And one Eyed New ſen took their Places, 
Knaves were better Cgrur than Aces 
But Neetweod he himſelf did fave, 
Becauſe he was more Fool than Knave. 


Eromwel, tho he fo much had won, 
Yet he had an Son; ine 
He fits ſtill, and not regards. 

Whilft cunning Gamfters ſets the Cards, 
And thus aa r ſilly Dick, 


0 
Had play's a white 22 


The Rumpers that had won whole Towns, 

= ſpoils « of aw (1 and of _ 
ere not contented, but grew 1 

As tho' they had not won enough ; 

kept the Cards ſtill in their Hands, 

To play for Titles and Colledge Lands- 


The Presbiters began to fret, 
That = were — 4 _ the Set; 
Unto the Rump they did appea 
And ſaid it was their turn to Deal; 
Then dealt the Presbyteriens, but, 
The Army {wore that they would Cur: 


The Forreign Lands began to wonder, 

To ſee what Gallants we liv'd under; 

That they that Chriſimaſs did forſwear, 
Should follow Gaming all the Year ; 

Nay more, which was the ſtrangeſt Thing, 


To play fo long without a King; 


The bold Phanaticks preſent were, 
Like Butlers with their Boxes there ; 


5 


Not 


Not 


Had « New we will begin ; 


UU U 
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Not doubting but that every Game, | 
Some Profit would redound to them; 

Becauſe they were the Gamſters Minions, 

And every day broach't new Opinions. 


But Cheſhier-men ( as Stories lay ) 
Began to ſhew them Gamſters Play, 
Brave Booth and all his Army ſtrives, 
To fave the Stakes, or loſe their Lives; 
But oh! ſad Fate, they were undone, 
By playing of their Cards too ſoon, 


Thus all the while a Club was Trump, 

There's none could ever beat the Rump; 

Latil a Noble General came, 

And gave the Cheaters a clear Slam : 

His Fingers did out- wit their Noddy, - 

And ſcrew d up poor Jack Lambert's Body, . 


Then Haſlerig began to ſcowl, 

And ſaid the General play d foul; 
Look to him Part'ners, for I tell ye, 
This Monk has got a K ing in's Belly: 
Not fo quoth Monk, but I believe, 
Sir Arthur has a Knave in's ſleeve. 


When General 2fonk did underſtand, 

The Rump were peeping into's Hand, 

He wiſely kept his Cards from fight, 

Which put the Rump inte a fright ; 

He ſaw how many were betray'd, 

That ſhew'd their cards before they play d. 


At length quoth he, ſome Cards we lack, 
I will not Play with half a Pack ; 
What you caſt out, I will bring in; 


C 4 With 
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With that the Standers by did ſay, 
They never yet ſaw fairer Play. 


But preſently this Game was paſt, 

And for a ſecond, Knaves were Caſt ; 
All New Cards not ſtain'd with Spots, 
As was the ers and the Scots : 
Here good rs play'd their Parts, 
1 hey turned up the King of Hearts 


After this Game was done, I think, 
The Standers by had cauſe to drink; 

Ard the Loyal Party Sing, 

Farewel Knaves, and welcome King : 
For till we ſaw the King return'd, 

We wiſh'd the Cards had all been burn d. 


”  A'SONG, 
The MY A D-M AN. 


Am the wofuPſt Mad-man 
That e'er came near your knowledge, 
I thrice have in 
New Priſon been, 
And twice in Bedlam College. A 


In Hunger, Cold, and Darkneſs 
I was a very ſad Man, 
But I will ſhow 
And tell you how 
I firſt became a Mad-man. 


Then give me room, give me breath, give me hearing, 
My name is Captain Pigeon, 
When Engliſb-men | 
Fell out J then 
Did alter my Religion. & 


e —— 


on ſeveral Occaſions; WP: 
2. 
A Proteſtant I firſt was X 
The Church is my Recorder, | 
And then 1 did 
(As I was bid) 
Love Decency and Order. 


be Common Prayer and Organ, 
+ Surplice, Copes and Rotchets 
I then upheld, 
Till I was fill'd 
Wich Presbyterian Crotchets. 


Then did I turn from the Right to the Left Side 
Amongſt a Flock of Widgeons 
I was ſo bad 
I fell ſtark mad 
With changing of Religions. 


I tura'd a Presbyterian, a 
And did maintain much Foppery; 
The Devil and we 
Did all agree 
To fight and pull down Popery. 


We beat up Drums for nothing; 
The Cauſe look'd like a Riddle, 
Two Fools were ſtout 
And did fall out 
Who ſhould lie in the middle. 


Thus did I turn from the Right to the Left Side- 
With a Troop of Widgeons, 
Who fill d my Brains 
85 With pangs and pains, 
Begot by New Religions. 


Cy Next 
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Next I turn'd Anabeptiſt, 
And prayed by the Sp it, 
To Preach and Print, 
Make Mouths and ſquint, 
We thought was mighty merit. 


We lighted Steeple · houſes, 
Stables we met together in, 
When Yea and Nay 
We did betray 
Our Presbyterian Brethren. 


Then preſently was the League and the Coy'nant 
(Which deſtroy'd Allegiance ) 
Quite tumbled down 
Both King and Crown, 
To let in more Religions. 


95 
We pull'd down all the Croſſes, 
And gain d the Peoples Curſes, 
They were ſo pin d 
They could not find 
A Croſs left in their Purſes, 


We broke all painted windows, 
In Churches and in Chappels, 
We did no good 
But ſhed the Blood 
Of Lucas, Liſles, and Capels. 


Then did we cry to the Right to the Left, 
We l muſter up our Legions ; 
Thus I1 was Koax t 
And finely fox't 
With many mad Religions. 


3 0 * 
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C. 
Then I became a Browniſt, 
And was a Saint perfidious} 
We Preach'd, we Pray'd, 
Poor Men betray'd, 
And this we call'd Religious. 


In Pulpits we put Red - coats, 


To make our Faction prouder, 
They fill'd our Ears 
Wich Bandallers, 
Pikes, Piſtols, Guns and powder. 


Then did we cry to the Right to the Left, 
We plundred Pigs and Pigeons ; _ 
And thus did 1 
At length comply 
With all ſorts of Religions. 


7. 
This Sect 1 ſoon deſerted, 
And quickly made an end ont, 
And like an Elf 
I made my ſelf 
A Plotting Independant, 


No Government they owned, 
As I did underſtand 'em, 
For they conteſt 
It pleas'd ꝰ em beſt 
To Reign and Rule at Random. 


Face about to the Left to the Right 
We'll pull down all the Regions; 
From Rocks and Shelves, | 
We'll Steer our Selves, 
And be of all Religions, 
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8. 
The next I was a Seeker, 
Then I grew ſomething blinder, 
For in my Youth | 
J loſt the Truth, 
And knew not where to-find her. 


Then I turn'd Antinomian: 
When I from that was driven 
A Leveller 
I did prefer 
To make my Brains lie even. 


But ſtill I cry'd from the Right to the Left 
Let's face about ye Widgeons, 
For I proteſt 
This is the heſt 
Of all my New Religions, 


9, 
We all had equal Lordſhips, 
No Power we did pray to, 
Fift Monarchy 
Did then paſs by, 
And I mult do as they do. 


This made my Judgment ſtagger, 
My Brain began to bura to, 

I grew amaz'd, 

I ſtar'd and gaz d 

And knew not what to turn to. 


Vet ſtill I cry d from the Right to the Left, 
Let's face about ye Widgeons, 
Vie not take in 
Till I have been 
A Man of all Religions. 
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10. 
I weary was of this too, 
And needs muſt be a Shaker, 
Which made me fad, 
Then I run mad 
And ſo became a Quaker. 


I chang'd to an Arminian, 
And would have been a Papiſt, 
But having not 
Much Learning got 
I laſt of all turn'd Atheiſt, 


Thus did I fly from the Right to the Left, 
And they will prove but Widgeons, 
Who in their Youth 
Let go the Truth 
And turn to New Religions. 


P 


37 


— 
* 


The Four-Leeg'd Q U AXE Riv 


II that have two or but one 
(I dare not tell ye half) 
You of an Eſſex Colt ſhall hear 
Will ſhame the very Calf. 
In Aorſley Fields near Colcheſter 
A Quaker would turn Trooper; 
Me caught a Foal and mounted her 
( O bale 7 below the Crupper. 
Help, Lords an Commons, once more belpy: 
O ſend us Knives and Daggers | 
Fer if the Guak rs be not gelt, f 
Tour Trecp will have the Stuggers. 


aa 
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Raſt Gree ( be was the Varlets name ) 
Colcheſter you'l ſwear, 


From thence the Four-lege'd Elder came, 
Was ever ſuch a Rais f 


But tho *twas foul tween Swaſh and Fane, 


Yet this is ten times worſe, 
For then the Dog did play the Man, 
But Man now play'd the Horſe. 
Help, &c. 


The owner of the Colt = nigh, 
( Oblerving their Embrace 
And drawing nearer did eſpie 
The Quaker's forrel Face: 
My Foal is raviſh'd (then he crys, 
And fiercely at him ran ) 
Thou Rogue, I II have thee halter'd ty ice, 
As Horie and eke as Man? 
Help, &c. 


4. 
Ah Devil, do ſt thou tremble > now 
Iis ſore againſt thy Will; 
For Mares and preaching Ladies know 
Thou haſt a Colts tooth (till ; 
But mine's not guilty of this Fact, 
She was by thee compelled ; 
Poor thing, whom no man ever backt 
Thou wickedly has Bellied. 
Help, &c. 


5 
© Friend ( faid Green, with fighs and groans) 


Let this thy wrath 2ppeale! 
(Ard gave him then eight new half-Crowns 
To make him hold his peace) 
The b. an icply'd, th&ughl for this 
. Sonccal thy Hugger Mugger, 


Do ſt 
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Do'ft think it lawfull for a Piece L 
A filly Foal to Bugger ? 
Help, &c. 


6. 

The Maſter ſaw his Colt defil'd, 

Which vext his ſoul with doubt; 
For if his Filly prov'd with Child 

He knew All would come out ; 
Then he afreſh began torave, 

(For all his Money taking ) 
Neighbours, ſaid he, I took this Knave, 

I'th very act of Quaking. 

Help, &c. 


7. 
Then to the Pinfold ( Gaol I mean) 
They dragg'd him by the Mane, 
They call's him Beaſt, and call d her Quean, 
As if the had been Fane. 
O ſtone him (all the Women cry'd ) 
Nay Geld him ( which is worſe ) 
Who ſcorn'd usall and took a Bride 
That's Daughter to a Horle ! 
Help, &c. 


8. 
The Colt was filent all this while, 
And therefore twas no Rape, 
The virgin Foal he did beguile, 
And ſo intends to ſcape: 
For though he got her in a Ditch 
Where ſhe could not revolt, 
Yet he had no Scottiſb Spur not Switch a 
To ride the willing Colt. X | 
Help, &c. 


9. ; 

O Effex, Eſſex, England's pride, = 
Go barn this long-ta:1 d Quean, 
For though the Thames runs by thy fide, | 
It canuot waſh thecican ! ö 
o ſt 'Tis 


— .. . ˙ m — — — = 
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*Tis not thy Bleating Son's complaints, 
Hold forth ſuch wanton courſes, 
Thy Oyfters hint the very Saints 
To horn the very Horſes. 
Help, &c. 
10. 
Though they ſalute not in the Street 
(Becauſe they are our Maſters ) 
*Tis now reveal'd why Quakers meet 
In Meadows, Woods, and Paſtures, 
But Horſ-men, Mare-men, all and ſome 
Who Man and Beaſt perplex, 
Not only from E/i-Horfly come, 
But from Weſft-Middle-Sex. 
Help, &c. 


11. 
This was not GREEN the Feit maker, 
Not willow GREEN the Baker, 
Nor GEORGE the Sea-GREEN Mariner, 
But RALPH the Graſs GREEN Quaker. 
Had GREEN the Sow-gelder but known, 
And done his Othce duly, 
Tho' RALPH was GREEN when he came on, 
He had come off moſt bluely. 
Help, &c. 


| 12. 
Alaſs you know by Man's fleſh came 
The Foul Diſeaſe to Naples, 
And now we fear the very lame 
Is brake into our Stables ; 
For Death hati ſtolen ſo many Steeds 
From Prince and Peer and Carrier, 
That this new Murrain rather needs [* Phyſttien 
A * FARRAR than a Farrier. 10 the Earl 
Help, &c. vf Pembroke 
who is no Ou, 
ker nor Quacs 
key, 


Nay 
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f 3 
Nay this GREEN within the Walls 
Of Colcheſter left Forces, 
Thoſe Cavaliers were Canibals, 
Eating his humane Horſes ! 
But ſome make Man their fecond courſe, 
(In cool Blood will not ſpare ) 
Who butcher Men and favour Horſe 
Will couple with a Mare, 
Help, &c. 


14. 
This Centaur, unquoth Other think, 
Will make a dreadful Breach; [LA new Se# 
Yet tho an Aſs may Speak or Sing, of Toung Men 
Oh let not Horſes Preach ! and Women who 
But Bridle ſuch wild Colts who can pray, eat, end 
When they Il obey no Summons, fing extempore 
For things begot tu een Mare and Man 
Are neither Lords nor Commons. 
Help, &c. 
15. 
O Elders, Independants too, 
Tho” all your Powr's combin'd, 
Quakers will grow too ſtrong for you 
Now Horſe and Man are joyn d: 
While Cavaliers, poor fooliſh Rogues, 
Know only Maids Affairs, 
She-Presbyters candeal with Dogs, 
And Quaking Men with Mares. 
Help, &&C. 
16. 
Now as when Milan Town was rear'd, 
A Monſtrous Sow untam'd, 
With back half Hair half Wool appear'd, 
Twas Mediolanum nam'd ; 
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So cColebeſter muſt have recourſe 
To ſome ſuch Four- legg d Siſter, 

For ſure as Horſley comes from Horſe 
From Colt 'twas call'd Colcheſter. 
Help Lords and Commons, once more help, 

O fend us Knives and Daggers ! 
For if the Quakers be not Hel 
Tour Troops will have the Stag gers. 


__——— __—__ — — . 
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A jolt on Ac haelmaſi- Day, 1654. 


To him that hath fool d | 
More than Mahomet could, &c. 


I, 
T fell on a day 
When good People ſay 
St. Michael beat the Dragon, 
My Lord the Protector 
Did drive (like a Hefor ) 
A Coach inſtead of a Wagon, 


2. 
Becauſe he did hear 
The beſt Charioteer 
Did antiently wear a Crown, 
Up went the Horſe-heels, 
Round round went the Wheels, 
Till his Highneſs came head-long down. 


He rein'd them ſo hard 
They look d back and were ſcar'd 
To fee him ſo red and ſo grim ; 
Away then they fled, 
And though he us'd to lead, 
Theſe New-mode!'d Horſe would lead . 
4+ Duc 


* * 


* 


buch Chariots to drive, 
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- 
But O how they ſnuff 
When his Piſtol flew off, 
For which all the Saints ſuſpect him; 
Doth Providence attend him, 
Thirty thouſand defend him, : 
Yet a poor Pocket-piſtol protect him 


8 J. 
How many a Hur! 


Had poor Nr. Thur} —— 
o! He n the Coach did prank it: 
He thought he had (ate 
Chief Secretary of Stare, ; 
But was tols d like a Dog in a Blanket. 
"2 


Nay had they run faſter 
He'd follow his Maſter 
Through all the Scenes of his Mad-ſhow : 
A Brewer, a Colonel, 
A Preacher, a General, 
A Protector, a King — then comes Bradſbaw- 


7 
They ſlander my Lord 
With a bug- bear Word, 
1 hat he did like Phaeton drive; 
But his Highneſs try'd 
Six Horſes to guide, 
And Phaeton * but five, 


Mad Phaeton hurl'd 
Fire all o'er the World, 

Then dead in a River was found ; 
But my Lord had no aym 
To ſet all in flame, a 
And never was born to be drown d. 


9. 
"Twas Ners did ſtrive 
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And publickly ſhew'd his Work ; 
But when my Lord ſticks 
Up his Bills co ſhew tricks, 
He I undo th'other dancing Turk, 
10. 
But if you look ni 
There's ſome reaſon w 
Theſe Jades did ſo fling and skip, 
For though we afford 
Him the 7 of the Sword, 
He had no command of the Whip. 
11. 


Enthron d in their Chair 
(What a pox did He there?) 
He took ſuch Protectory courſes, 
He feem'd Horſe and Mule, 
But tis eaſier to Rule 
Three Kingdoms, than ſix Horſes. 
12. 
Not a day nor an hour 
But we felt his power, 
And now he would ſnew his Art: 
His firſt Reproach 
Is a fall from a Coach, 
And his laſt will be from a Cart, 


— cu 


— 2» 


The SCOTCH Riddle Onfolded, or Re- 
flections upon R. W. his moſt Lamentable 


Balad, called the Loyal Non-Conformiſt. 


Tand up SmeZfymnuus, and hear thy Tryal 
Thy monſtrous Title puts me to a Are - 
Was ever any Non-Conformiſt Loyal? 


Loves he the King that diſobeys his Laws ? 


Yet 
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Yet he can Swear, and yet he fears to Swear : 

For Solemn Oaths they muſt have Sacred grounds: 
The Oaths of Scotland coſt poor England dear, 

That Swore from Faith and Troth, to Blood and 

| ( Wounds, 

'Tis truth, old Bereas never could blow Weſt ; 

And you may note à Nen-Conformiſs mouth 
What ere he ſays, what ere he doth proteſt, 

Stands (like Emanuel Chappel ) North and Sourþs 


He fears an Oath as Lawyers do a Bible, 
Tho' he diſſembles a Religious dread ; 

For tis well known that all the factious Tribe, 
Swallow d the Covenant Hand over Head. 


That Covenænt, in which the People Swore 

They knew not what: Twas ſach another thing 
AS Satans Oracles, or Tarletons Lore, 

That cry'd Fer bear, yet whiſper'd Kill the Ring · 


The curſed Coventnt, which he that now 


Abjures is free; but he that keeps it finds | 
Himſelf a Baffled Samſon, and his Vow 
A Palilab, for whom it binds it blinds: 


How vainly do their Jooſe pretences gild 
That Warbeck Principle, call'd Conſcience, which, 
Like Fone of Arc, leads Troops into the Field, 
She {tiles her ſelf a Saint, yet proves a M iich. 


If Truth hath any Virtue to convince : 
If Pulpits can ſpeak better things than Tybs :; 
This c onſcience owes Allegiance to her Prince; 


The King of Hearts commands the Queen of Clubs. 


But is t not ſtrange the Bramble ſhould defend 
7oves ſacred Tree, that lately did alpire 
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Not only th Ivy but the Oak to rend, 
And (like a Treytor ) ſet the Weod on fire. 


Yet talk d of Loyalty ; but what he meant þ 

Some Conjurer expound, but to Obey 

_ and flee frem wicked Korah's Tent, 
Holy Writ, and not Apocrypha. 


Nor care I though th' ba were not, 
And yet I do believe that Antient ſtory 
Of Bell and Dragon cannot be forgot, 

If there be extant ere a Pirectorj. 


The Machabes ſhall flouriſh like Italians, 

And after Ages ſhall not be bereft 
Of chaſt Suſannz, and her pair of Tallions ; 

Whilſt we have Church, or they have Elders left. 
What our great Prelates do, and what they are, 
God and the King ſhall queſtion ; we re-forbid ; 
Yet they that do the worſt, do better far 2 

Then the Smeffynimian Party wiſh they did. 


Their Biſhopricks ( againſt the falſe Kirk s will) 
Have out-liv'd Sedgwick s Dooms-day; and 1 hope 
Each Dioceſs will keep her Croſier ſtil 
And not let evry Pariſh have à Pope. 


What was St. Peter's Office, what his Trade, 
The Gofpet gives us a more clear Narration; 
It doth not ſay his Fiſbing Nets were made 
Of Treaſon, Sacrilege, or Sequeſtration. 


That he ne're taught the Presbyterian way, 
Doch well appear by his Divine Epiſtles : 
And (though he Preach'd as often as they ſay ) 
le never Preachd for Bodkins,Spoous and Whiſtles, 


Peac 2 


2 
* 
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Peace then fond Mouth's, be ſtill unhallow'd Pates ; 


Make not the Church the ſubject of your Jeers, 
But reckon Dr. Baſtwick and his Mates 
Hncircumcir'd of Heart, though not of Ears. 


Proud Presbyters ; remember Thirty Pieces 
Was all the Fees the Fews e re gave your Patron: 
If London Sheep had born no better Fleeces Soy. 

Dame Calamy had been a Thread-bear Matron. ' 


Yet who is't does not think your ſaiveling Brother, 
Would ſwing his Hankerchief over Paul's Steeples 
And wear as high a Miter as another, 
But he's a Phariſee, and fears the People. 


As for Church Veftments, Hemp we will beſtow 

On Snarling Prieſts that mouth againſt the Ki 

And he that comes into the Church by ib Bow, 
-Tis Juſtice that he ſhould go out by h String. 


But if the Gallows e er ſhould have her right: 
As who knows what may be (dear Smec, perhaps 


may be thy day) 'twould be a pretty fight 


To ſee the Hangman wear a brace of Caps. - 


Was any of Pauls Books or Parchments found 
In Byfields Regiſtry (my good Divines?) _. 
Although this Cloak was long and ſwept the ground, 

'Twould be too ſhort to cover your Deſgur. 


Hence then ye Ceterpillars, Dregs of Men, | 
Hence Pulpit Bloed-hounds, hence Seditious pack: 
Pow Bells (hall never ſay Return again, 


Although perhaps the Rotes may call ye back. 


And farewel Mild, with all thy learned Meeters, 
Poſterity ſhall laugh, and picture thee 
On 
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On the fame Sign with Archee and Hugh Peters, 
And under- write this Motto, We be three. 


1 
*» 


Dy. Corbet'⸗ Journey into FRANCE. 


Went from Ex gland into France, 
Nor yet to hw to Cringe nor Dance, 
Nor yet to Ride or Fence ; 


Nor did I go like one of thoſe 
That do return wich half a Noſe | 
they carried from hence. 


But I to Paris rode along, 


Much like J ebn Pory in the Song 
Upon a Holy Tide, 


I on an ambling Neg did jet, 


I truſt he is nor paid for yer ; 
rain ad 


And to St, Denis faſt we came, 


To ſee the Sights of Noftre Dame, 
| The Man that ſhews them Snaffles: 


Where who is apt for to believe, 


May ſee our Ladies Right-arm Sleeve, 
And cke her old Pantofles : 


Her Breaſt, her Milk, her very Gown 


That ſhe did wear in Berblen own, 
When in the Inn ſhe lay. 


Vet all the World knows that's a Fable, 
For ſo good Cloaths ne're lay in Stable 
Upon a lock of Hay, 


No 


rr G¹˖w ⁰ 6ů AG: 


7 119 ſeveral Nconf ay 
No Carpenter could: by his A: ne A 
Gain fo unch o as to mop re! 1 l | 
2 gown of lo rich tu, 9 


Yet they poor fools, think for 1. craic * 
They may believe old * 2 : 


ſend cough, 288 
There 8 8 7 v1 wo 
Which whoſo ſees bis Bonne: 12 * 

and if be will may kneel. 


— — 


'twas falſe, twas never ſo, 
a Yer feeling it, thus much I know, - 
it is as true 25 ſteel. 


a Lean the Jew, * a e 
When Poke led them fo roo Load 
it weighs e ae | 


But to believe it, you muſt think 
The 7ews did put a candle inf, | > i 
and then tas very light. ä 


There's one Saint there hath loſt his naſe ;.. . -- 
Another's head, but not his toes, * 


his Elbow and, his Thumb, © 


But when that we had ſeen the rags, . 
We went to the Inn and took our Nags, Arte 
and fo away did come 88 


. % 
8 -» * ®. 4 
: 8 


* * 4 
” Y * 


We came to Paris on the green, 
«Tis wondrous fair, tis nothin clean, 


tis Euretet greatelt OWN. 


. D How 
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r 
6. 


For all che world e 1 4141 ry * 
that ese 


Gern N 
— 


, 
At Noftre Dame, Sint ater 
the Steeple 


2 > Univerſe, 

And for old clothes the Fri 

the Houſe the 

Saint maren whole each devours 

Dead corps in four and twenty hours, * kr: 
and ere the ing wh: 


bill and Saint Den / ſtreet, 


". .. 


. 

* e «7 FR [1 
* — 

* gy * -=® 


The Boſe: 


The $bafflenift like Landon Fleet, 


4 


the wm _ 


if yon l ſee the c 
to the Court . Chg ] 
O tis a hopefnl Boy.” | 


Te is of all his Dukes and Peers 
Reverenc'd-for much wit at his years, - 
-aor muſt you thiuk — ; 


For he with little ſwirch doch 
And makes fine dirty pies of C 7 
O never King made ſuch, 


on bene Ocean, | 


A bird that can but kill a flie, 


The Duke of Guiſe gave him a Parrot, 
And he had twenty Cannons for it, 
for his new Galeon. 


© that I e'er might have the hap. 
To get the bird which in the Map | 
is call'd the kan %. } 


I'd give it him, and hope to be 
As rich as Guire or Livine, | 
Or elle I had Ill lack. 


Birds about his chamber ſtand, 
And he them feeds with his ole 
tis his humility, 


And if they do want any thing, 
1 hey need but whiltle for their King, 
and he comes preſently. 


But now then, for thefe parts he muſt 
Be enſtiled Lewis the juft, 
Great Henry's Lawjul Heir; 


When to his Stile, to add more words, 
They'd better call him Kirg of Birds, 
than of the great Navar. 


He hath beſides a pretty quirk, 


Taught him by nature, how to work 
in Iron with much eaſe, 


Dy 
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Sometimes eo the Forge he goes, 
There he knocks, and there he blowes, 
And makes both locks and keys: 


Which puts a doubt in every one, 
Whether he be Mart or Fulcan's ſon, 
Some few believe his Mother. 


But let them all ſay what they will, 
I came refoly'd, and ſo think ſtill, 
As much the one as th' other, 


hear res 
ons, for | 
* Mothers thould honour'd be: 


Yet others ſay, he loves her rather 
As well as e er the loy'd his Father, 
And that's notoriouſly. 


'His Queen a pretty little wench, 
Was born in Spain, ſpeaks little French, 
She's ne er like to be Mother: 


For her ince ſtuous Houſe could not 
Have Children which were not begot 
By Uncle or by Brother: 


Now why ſhonld Lewis, being ſo juſt, 
Content himſelf to take his lu 
"With-his Lucina's mate; 


And ſuffer his little pritty Queen 
'From all her race, yet hath been, 
So to degenerate? | 


Twere 


f en ſeveral Occaſions, ., 
Twere a for to be known 
To love others Children as his own, 
And why ? It is no .; 


Unleſs that he would gester be 
Than was his Father Henry, 
mY Men thought, did the *. 


r 


The Ridale of the Roundhead. 
By Ari. BE 2 N. 


Ow at laſt the Riddle i is TO 


For the Roundhead 
ins the Game again, 
Which ſo well they play d in Forty four, 
Now with greater hope ; 
For their fine Sham-plots will ne'r give over, 
Till they piouſly ha ve . King and Nene 


Anthony that worm of Reformation, | 
Who of Commonwealth has laid Foundation, 
Which the Nation 
So hotly does purſue; 
Let him be rewarded in the Tower, 
For his Merits due : 
By that buſte Plotting head laid lower, 
We may perhaps elcape ou might enſue, 


Perkin makes fine legs to the ſhouting Rabble, 
Who to make him King he thinks are able; 
But the Bauble 
Is only ſhew'd for uſe : | 
The fly Ideot ſerves but for a Tool ſtill, . 
Fos Knayes to work their Fates, l * 


Which ſo long the Nation has 5 
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But doth remain a dull miſtaken Fool ſtill,. 
For all their damn'd Cabals and Ding Treats. 


4. 
The moſt zealous Parliament devoted, 
For the publick good devoutly voted, 
Pray note it, 5 | 

That the Duke muſt ge er be King; 
And like honeſt faithful loyal Subjects,» 

His Majeſty implore, 
To fign their pioys and religious Projects; 
Or elſe the threaten'd King muſt reign no more. 


| Fe 
The renowned work of Reformation. 
To be carry d on throughout the Nation, 

In a Paſſion | 

They vote the Canons down : 
Acts and Statutes all muſt be confounded, 

Law and Juſtice too, 
To make way for the proud rebellious Roundhead, 
That they once more the Nation may undo. 

6 


Lords and Biſhops both are uſeleſs Voted, 
And the factious Crew who gravely Plotted, 
Arenoted 

For Lords and Commons too, 

Bbigs and Bruminghams with ſhams and ſtories 
Are True Proteſtants, | 

And Proteſtams are Maſquerades and Tories, 

The Modern Reformation of the Saints, 


7. 
Old Queen Beſs that made the beſt Indentures, 
Good King Femmy too againſt Diſſenters, 
He ventures : 

To turn them out of doors; 
To take in Quakers, Puritans and Ranters, 

The Parliament implores, | 
To build a Kirk of higt and Covendnters, 
And make a Lawful Race of Sons of as 

m_ Red 


en ſeveral gn. 


Rewley now with Wiſdom 5 Real 
To * the ſwift — a, 
n on 


Put a period to 
In — 5 all erte wp TED 
ogu too; 
And may pi Fort rg 
That wou'd the Church and Maney lube. 


Oxford loyal Youths WE. ſcorn to ſham us, 
With a perjur'd Bill of e, 
Or name us 

For Loyal, Tray tors known; 
Soon — a flaw i' th bottom of the Forer, 

By Jaſtice and the Laws, + Rog 
Of Church and Commonwealth an , 
Who fell a Martyr in the * oli Cu 


Now for ſhame ye Zealots be confounded, nk 
— een 


vs 


+3 * 
1 n.. — þ cr — —_— F 
a. —_— FR . 


— 


The Loyal Scot : An Excellent New SONG. 


Red of Gued! 1 think the Nation's mad, 


And nene but Knayes and perjuc'd TG dq 


rule the Roaſt ; 


And for an honeſt Karl e living to be had, wir 


* —u— — ——— $$ it, Ain 
. A 1 
— 


—_ 1 
r 


* 
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Why fure the Deel is Landed on the Engliſh Coaſt. 

Tha ne er been here ſin Forty Three, 

0 ne thro" Scotland gang, to'l ſee our gracious 
ng 

Zut wounds a Gued! inſtead of mirth and a 


aud fy Jing e is coming in. 


For they talk of bötrid Popiſſ Plot, and Heay' - 
{ knows what, 
1 the er World knows well what they'd 
at; 
For which ſike like ſeeming Seogaty; the gedeſt 


115 "AT to Death and Ruin bring. 

When oa the Civil - brails they firſt 10 enter in, 

As well ye ken with Popery they did begin; 

And with Liberty and Publick Gue4 was werk din, 
When the Dee] a bit they meant the thing, 


That Machine of nina Poly | 

I'ſe mean old Shxfrsbury for Loyalty ſo fam d, 

The Voice of all the Geudly Rabble Mobile, 

The fau ſeſt Loon that ever Envy defſtin'd Damn'd, 
Heav'n ſure never meant fo fou a thing, 

But to inform the World where Villany did well, 
And ſike a Traytor beath to Commonwe:/th and King, 
The muckle Deel did ſure never hatch in Hell. 


| 4 

For, like Roman Catalie, to gain his pious ends, 

He Pimps for au the looſe R i Fops in Toon: 
And with Treas and Treaſon dhily crams his City 


( Friends, 


From the Link- man to the Scarlet Goon. | 

And with high Debauchery they carry on the Caule, 
ion was the Sham pretence: 

y defie Divine and Humane Laws, 


5 Then, 


And Geudly 
And Religio 


With obedience to their Rightful Prince. 


on ſeveral Occaſione.- 57 
5 
Then, as Speaker to this Grand Cabal, 
Old Envy Tony, ſeated at the head o th Board, 
His Learn d Oration for Rebellion makes to all, 8 
2 and approv d by ev ry Factious Loyd, 
Qully EMM then they Vote for Kin g, 
* confound for being fike a ſenſeleſs 
( Loon, 
Can they who did their lawful Lord unto the Scaf- 
(fold bring, 
Be juſt to him, that has no Title to the Croon? 


6 


But they find he's a Blockhead fitted for their uſe, 

A Fool by Nature, and a Knave by Cuſtom grown, 

A Gay Fop-Monarch, that the Rabble may abule ; 

And their bus'neſs done, will ſoon Un-Throne. | 

And emmy {wears and vows, gan he get the Croon, 

He by the Laws of Forty Ene will guided be : 

And profane Lawn-Sleves and Sielices again muſt 
( doon, + 

Then hey for aud PRES BTITERT. 


7. 
B- m a States · man would be thought, 
And reaſon geud that he ſhould bear that rev rend 
name 
Since he was ene of them that firſt began the Plot, 
2 the King might banter, and 3 Kingdoms 
(ſham. 
But the Male Contents, his Noble Grace 
To this Rehearſal did invite to hear and ſee : 
But, whilſt he wittily contriv'd it but a Farce, 
I he buſier Noddles turned into Tragedy. 
8 


And now each Actor does begin to play his part, 

d fo well he cons his Geer, and takes his Cue, 
Iill they learn to play the Rebel to by rote of heart, 
That the fictitious _ ſeems as true. 

7 


An 
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And — without controll, they apprehend and 
( , 
And with the Nation au is Goſpel that they ſwear :; 


Then, bonny Fecter, prithee back to'l Scorland gang, 
Far a Loyal Lad's in danger here, 


_— 


—_— 


Advice to the City, or the Whigs Loyalty. 
By Mi. D*'URFET. 


1 
Emember ye Whiggs what was formerly done, 
Remember your Miſchiefs in Forty and One, 
When Friend oppos d Friend, and Father the Son, 
Then, then the 014 Cauſe went rarely on; 
The Cap fat a loft, and low was the Crown, 
E he Rihble got up, and the Noble went down; 
Lay Elders in Tube, 
Rul'd Biſhops in Robes, 
Who mourn d the {ad Fate 
And dreadful Di ſaſter, 
Of their Royal Maſter, 
By Rebels betray d. 
De London be wiſe, and baffle their Pcwer, 
Aud tet them Play the Old Game no more; 
Hang, hang up the Shrieves 
Thee Baboons in Power, 
Thoſe Popular Thieves, 
Thoſe Rats of the Tower, 
hoſe cant ing Tale the Kabble believes, 
In 4 burry, and never ſorry ; 
Merrily they go on, 
Ey for ſba me, 
N re 100 tame, fance they claim the Combat 3 
Tan, ta, ra, ra, va, 
Tan, ta, ra, va, a; 
Rub, a dub, and les the Drum: beat, 
Ihe firong Malitia guard the Thrones 


A. When: 


= 


on /tveral Occaſions. 


a 
3 

When Faction poſſeſſes the popular Voice, . 
The Cauſe is lupply'd ſtill with Non-ſence and Naiſe, 
And Tony their Speaker, the Rabble leads on, 
He knows if we proſper, thathe muſt then run. 
Carolina muſt be his next Station of eale, 
And London be rid of her worſt Diſeaſe. 

From Plots and from Spies, 

From Treaſon and Lies, 

We ſhall ever be free, - 

And the Law ſhall be able, 

To puniſh a Rebel 


As cunning as he. 
Then London be wiſe, &c. 


3. 


Rebellion ne er wanted a Loyal pretence; 
Theſe Villains ſwear all's for the good of their 
(Prince: 

Oppoſe our Elections, to ſhew what they dare, 
And loſing their Charter, Arreſt the Lord Mayor ; 
Fool Fenks was the firſt o'-th' Cuckeldy Crew, 
With Ellis, and Feykel, and Hublend the Few; 

Fam'd Sparks of the Town, 

For Wealth and Renown, 

Give the Devil his due, 

And as we fear, 

Had their Soyeraign been there, 

Th' had Arreſted him too. 


Then London be wiſe, &c. 
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— 


The Kings Health, ſer to Farinel's Grounds. 
In Six Parts. By the Same. 


Eft Strain. 


OY to Great Ceſar, 
L Long Life, Love and Pleaſure ; \ 
is a Health that Divine ts, 
Fill the Bawl high as mine is; 
Let none fear a Feaver, 
But take it off thus Boys; 
Ret the King live for ever, 
?Tis no matter for us Boys. 


Second Strain. 
Ry all the Loyal, 
2 * 


Give denial 4 
Tre none thinks his Glaſs too big here, 
Nor any Prig here, 
Or Sneaking Whig here, 
Of Cripple Tony's Crew, 
That now looks blew, 
His Heart akes too, 
The Ius won't do, 
His Zeal lo true, 
And Projects new, 
III Fate does now purſue, | 


Third &rain: | 
Et Tories Guard the King, 
I. Let Whigs in Halter s (wing ; 
et Pith and Shute be ſham'd, 
Let Bugg'ring Oats be damn'd; 
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Let Cheating Player be nick d, 
The turn-· coat Scribe be kick d; 
Let Rebel City Dons 
Ne er beget their Sons; 
Let ey ry ae Peer, 
That Rapes a Lady fair, 
And leaves his only Dear 
The Sheets to gnaw and tear, 
Be puniſh'd out of hand, 
And forc'd to pawn his Land 0 
T' attone the grand Affair, 


Fourth Strain. 


Chas 4 8 
Reat ue like Febovab, ſpares thoſe would 
iy (Un. King Him, 
And warms with his Graces the Vipers that ſting Him: 
Till Crown'd with juſt Anger, the Rebels He ſeizes; 
Thus Heaven can thunder when ever it pleaſes. 


Fig&- 


Hen to the Dukefill, fill up the Glaſs, 
The Son of our Martyr belov'd of the King: 
Envy d and Lov'd, | 
Yet Bleſs'd from above, 
Secur'd by an Angel ſaſe under his Wing, 


Sixth Strain. 


| Action and Folly, 
And State Melancholſy, 
With Tony in I bigland for ever ſnall dwell ; 
Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty, 
Then teach us our Duty, | 
For none e'er can Love, or be Wiſe and Rebel. 


„ * at at 
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2 2 
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A Song at the Loyal Feaſt in Weſtminſter- 
Hall, e July the roth. 1684. 


1. 

Ee, ſee, the Air clears, the Murm'rers that grumbled, 
The Gods, and the Vengeance of Charles has all 
( humbled ; 

The heads that at Crowns would be reaching, 
Are mounted on Pole, while their Quarters hang blea- 
So periſh the Toots of Fop-Property Kings, (ching. 
Where Fools Pearch on Cedars, and Knayes find em 


Wings; 
No, the Royal Line 8 
A Channel that Divine is; 
For Charles and his Heirs, 
We will ſpend our laſt Breath, Boys, 
March through Seas and through Fires, 

Through Blood, Wounds, and Death, Boys. 
Then warm our brisk Veins, for Allegiance inſpires us; 
Tis a Spark that's Celeſtial, when Lovalty fires us. 
Let Fate do her worſt, ev'n in ruin we're Crown'd : 

 Tho' throw down to Graves, to the Stars we'll re- 
Freſh Lawrels on the Tomb ( bound, 
Of the Honeſt ſhall bloom. 

Aronand the whole Gicbe, let our Aſhes be hurl'd; 

The Duſt of the Loyal ſhall new Seed the World. 
Arennd the whole Glebe, let our Aſhes be hurl d; 

The Duſt of the Loyal ſpall new Seed the Word. 

2. 
Ars our own Boys, our own Boys, the Trym? is 
(gotten: 
See, the Kirk Dagon tumbles, and the Old Cauſe is 


{ rotten, 


Fare: 


— — ͤ VVV a 
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Farewell to Geneua; your fuſty | 

Old Tony's Sedition | 

And Tup lees run muſty : | 

That compound of Aches, Pox, Faction, and Gon, 
Is dropt into Styx, and the Fire-brand put out. 

Let Ferguſon Preachers, 

And Farrington rank Lechers, 
No more can Sedition and Church - Reformation 
Come from flogging at Cre ſwels, to ſaving the Nation. 
There's all Rogue and cheat in Phanatick and Rumper; 
Whilſt Honour and Truth are in Fames and a Bumper. 
Let Famous Mark- Anthony quaff his rich Pearl, 
B The Price of a Kingdom, 

The Price of a Kingdom, 

In a Health to a Girl ; 

Bnt whilſt our Bowls go ronnd, 

To Caeſars Health be Crown'd, 
And of Hearts and Souls à rich Off ring we bring; 

There s World in the Goblet that i drank to the King. 
Whilſt of all Hearts and Souls one rich Off ring we bring, 
There's a World ia the Goblet that's drank to the King. 


— 2 


News from LONDON. 


Far ill, thy laſt did earneſtly enquire 

What News in Town? This anſwers thy de- 
his City is a Shop of Novelty, ( fire; 
V here nothing s Old but Senle and Honeſty; 
New Wines from Sfain, New Fools from France 

( come oer, 

New! gitsof War, New Crowds of Foreign 
New Places to the leaſt deſerving fall; (Poor ;. 
Mew Suits make Taylors work, and Lawyers Bawlz 
Weavers ſet up tor Politicians ; Dice 
Ar? grown as cQuumen as our Gentry Nice: 


Caft 
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Caſt Captains Tutor'd by Neceſſity, | 
uſe Nature's Weapous now that Art's laid by; 
And by the dark Intriegues of Park and Pit, 
Breaks Heart and Fortune of Cornuted Cit: 
No mu Laws check growing UIſury, 
Yet for leis Crimes Poor Rogues at burn Die: 
The Gladiator's Gain, directed Rage, 

Wich Poet Bombaſt, vies to Plague the Stage. 
For other things, Faith i, they're much the ſame 
You left em; Beggars ſtill are Blind and Lame: 
Gay Baubles ſtill delight the Giddy Crowd, 
The Poor are Envious, and the Rich ſtill Proud: 
Maids dreſs for Husbands, Whores for Cullies Paint, 
And honeſt Presbyter ſtill Apes the Saint: 
Envy feign'd Friendſhip, Pimps, and falſe Report, 
Are ſtill Inhabitants of Town and Court; 
Bawds dreſs in Tiſſu, Quakers love the Vine, 
And Poets ſtill Lament the want of Coin: 
Criſpine on Monday, throws his Awl aſide, 
noiſie Quacks *t!:0' the bubbl'd City ride: 
The Lawyers Clerks (when Drunk) do ill purſue 
Their ancient Focs the Night- commanding Crew 
Of drowfie Watchmen, to attain the Name 
Of honeſt Rake, (a Word of modern Fame.) 
Women run Mad, for Hemp and Water fight, 
As if but two Roads to the Realms of Night: 
But might my Prazrs the yet untainted ſeize, 
The P---x ſhoa'd not out-rival the Diſeaſe 
Ot withing Death; twould eaſe my burning Hate, 
Pay an Old Debt, and purge the ſick ning State, 
Oercharg'd with Women: This, dear #711, is all 
That does within my weak Remembrance fall 
Worthy Remark ; which with my hopes to lee 
This diſtance chang'd to wiſh'd Society, 
b all at preſent from 


o 


Tour Friend, 
J. B. 


The 
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ei ſever al Occaſions, 


— — ——— —— 
The Golden AGE. 


N that calm Age, fot many Bleſſings ſtil d, 

The Golden one, when Beaſts were only wild, 
ow happy did Man live? Unſullied Peace - 

Lent Joys ſoft Wings to Time: The kind encreaſe 

Of Heaven's Bleſſings render'd Want unknown, 

Envy nnborn, and Diſcord's Seeds unſown ; 

No Land-Marks then did Earth's rich SurfaceWound, 

What each cou'd Till was undiſputed Ground ; 

As much of Earth as could by one be Sown, 

Reap d and Manur'd, was properly his own; 

The World was open, no Incloſures lay, 

To make the Traveller forfake his way; 

But all in common 1iv'd ; if ought did prove 

Diſpleaſiag, twas but Saddle and Remove; 

No Man cou'd at his Neighbours Riches grutch, 
Since it he pleas'd he might on as much; 

Sweet Innocence, and juſt Equality, ' BJ 

Cha in d Envy up, and Crownd Societx. N 

If ought was lent, no Obligation lay, 

No Bond nor Witnefs gag d a payment Day; 

So juſt, and ſo unpractic'd to decewe, N 

Were Men, they could without an Oath believe; 

No Court Diſputes did their calm Hours annoy: 

(Where Truth preſides, there's little Room for Law.) 

No greedy Merchant for the Thirſt of Gain, 

To diſtant Shores cut through the liquid Plain, 

No Sounds of War diſturb'd the lab*ring Swain. 9 

No Court Cabals, no Frauds deſtructive prov*d, -. _ 

But Words and Meaning ſtill together moy*d ; * 

No Thoughts ef noiſie Fame, no looſe Deſire, 

Did *yond a happy Harveſt Hope aſpire: * 

Thus did Men live, ?till fatal thine and mine, 

Uſher<d in Ruin, Diſcord, and Deſign. 


— 


5 
4 
? 
| 
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— 
Of a Country Life. 


OW happy is the Peaſant's Life 2 
How tree from anxious Care ? 
Not knowing Grandeur, knows no Strife ; 
Storms breed in upper Air, 
Ambition does not break their Sleep, 
Nor Envy make 'em pine ; 
Contented if their own they keep, 
And further Hopes as vain decline. 
Their Wiſhes faſhion'd to their State, 
In Peace's Channel flow ; 
Not ſwelling, as tis with the great, 
To work their Owner's Wo. 
When Trumpets ſound they Lend an Ear, 
Fame Mufick horrid call; | 
Yet tho' furpriz'd, they know no fear, 
So near the Earth they dread no fall. 
Proud Buildings are to them unknown; 
An humble Cottage ſhields | 
More ſurely than a Monarchs Crown, 
From whatſoe er diſpleaſure yields. 
8 
: ' king 
HE confin'd to Rural Sport, 4 
Or center'd in a rugged Truth. 
The Miſer's God, lock-breaking Gold, 
"Does not a Rural Mind bewitch ; 
Capacious Barns their Treaſures hold, 
And juſt Men are with them the Rich. 


Wild Luſt that ever loy'd a ſhade, | 
Does from their happy Shades withdraw ; 


— — — 


Not 


on ſeveral Occaſions; 


Not daring Boſoms to invade, 
Where Reaſon gives to Paffion Law, 


Deceit, tho ſtil'd by ſome an Art, 
They reckon does the Man deface ; 
Nor own a Medium in Deſert ; 
Who is not juſt, is ſurely baſe, 
Impiety they do deteſt, 
As Suiters do delay ; 
Fearing to Harbour ſuch a gueſt, 
For as they work they pray. 
Een in their Paſtimes innocent, 
The Fiſhing-Rod and Gun, 
Worſe Exerciſes do prevent, 
And Hours with pleaſure Crowns 


Then grant me Heaven ſuch a Life, 
So innocently Free ; 
From all the various Seeds of Strife, 

That ſoil Society. 


I ask not Pow'r, Wealth or Fame, 
Enough to ſay I am not Poor; 

Enough to ſhield my Days from Shame, 
Is all I ask, all I implore. 

An humble Cottage to command, 
A wholſome Fountain by ; 

A uſetul Thicket near at Hand, 
My hopes no higher fly. 

Where with a Study and à Friend, 
The richeſt Jem of Life, 

cou d my Days begin and end, 
No matter for à Waite, 
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4 Petitlionary Epiſtle : From Afr. Prior, 
ro Fleet Shepherd. 


VWs crouding Folks, with ſtrange ill Faces, 
Were making Legs, and begging Places ; 
And ſome with Patent, fome with Merit, 

Tir'd out my good Lord Dorſer's Spirit. 
Sneaking I ſtood amongſt the Crew, 

Defiring much to ſpeak with you : 

I waited while the Clock ſtruck thrice, 

Ard Footmen brought out Fifty Lyes ; 

But (Patience vext, and Legs grown weary | 
I found it was in vain to tarry, 

And did Opine, it might be better, 

By Penny-Poſt to ſend a Letter. 


My Bus'neſs, Sir, you'll quickly gueſs, 
Is to deſire ſome little Place: 
And fair Pretenſions I have for't ; 
Much Want, and very ſmall Deſert. 
I neer Writ to you, but I've wanted; 
And always Beg d, you always Granted : 
To my old Cuſtom I am true ; 
For God's Sake, don't you get a New, 
But, as you took me up when little, 
Got me my Learning, and my-Victual, 
And till Equipt me with things fitting, 
Kind, as I'd been your own Begetting ; 
Confirm what formerly you've given, 
Nor leave me now at Six and Seven, 7 
As Sunderland has left Munſteven. 
No Family that takes a Whel p, 
When firſt it Laps, and ſcarce can Yelp ; 
Neglects, or turns it out at Gate, 
When once tis grown to Dog's Eſtate : 


No 


en ſeveral Occaſions. - 
No Pariſh, if they once adopt 
The helpleſs Bearns which Strowls have dropt; 
Leave 'em, when grown up lufty Fellows, 
"To the wide World, that is, the Gallows : 
None thank em for ſuch Love; that's worſe 
Than if they'd throtled 'em at Nurſe. 


My Uncle, ( ceſt his Soul!) when living, 
Might have contriv'd me ways of Thriving, 
Taught me, with Oder, to repleniſh 
My Fats, at Ebbing Tide of Rheniſb; 

And when, for Hock, I drew prick'd Whitewine, 
Swear 't had the Flavor, and was right Wine: 
Or put me, with Ten Pounds, to Furni- 
Val — to —— 22 oy 
W now, by Forging Deeds and Cheating, 
I'd had ſome handſome way of Getting. 
You made me leave all this, to follow 
That Sneaking Whay-fac'd God, Apollo ; 
Sent me amongſt the Fidling Crew 
Of Folks I'd never ſeen, or knew, | 2 
Culliope, and God knows who. J 
To add no more Invectives to it, 
You've ſpoil d the Youth, to make the Poet. 
In common Juſtice, Sir, there's no Man 
That takes the Whore,” but Keeps the Woman; 
And, amongſt all honeſt People, L 
Who e'er breaks Limbs, maintains the Cripple : 
The Sum of all I have to ſay 
Is, That youll let me in ſome way, 7 
And your Petitioner ſhall ever Pray, &c. | 


There's one thing more I had almoſt Slipt, 
But it will do as well in Poſtſcript ; 
My Friend C M s prefer*d ; 
Nor vou d I have it long obſery«d, > 8 
That one Mouſe Eats, while th? other's Starvd. 


Bacchi- 
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Bacchinalia Caleſtia. Or, 4 Receipt how to 
Male Punch. By Alexander Ratcliff. 


He Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did Feaſt, 
Where Ambroſia with exquiſite Sauces was 
Edibles did with their qualities ſuit, ( Dreft, 

But what they ſhou'd drink did occafion diſpute. 


Tor, time that old Nectar ſnouꝰd grow out of fa- 
ſhion, 

Being a liquor they d drunk long before the Creation. 
The Sky-colour'd Cloth being drawn from the board. 
For the c bry/t2/tine Bowl Great Joe gave the word: 
The Bowl like the Thought was of Heavenly Size, 

In which Infant Gods they did uſe to Baptize, 


Quoth 7ove, I'm informd they drink * upon 
Ea 

By which Mortal Wights do outdo us in Mirth Fo 

Wherefore our Godheads together lets lay, 

And endeavour to make it much fironger than they. 

Twas Spoke like a God, fill the Bowl to the top; 

He's Cafhier from the Sky that leaves but a drop. 


Apollo diſpatcht away one of his Laſſes, 
Which fetcht us a Pitcher from the Well of Parnaſſus. 
To Pots New Born this liquor is brought, 

And this they ſuck in for their Mornings Draught, 


— for Lymons ſent into her Cloſer, 
ich when ſhe was Sick ſhe infasd into Poſſet. 
For Goddeſſes ſometimes are {queamiſh as Gypſies ; 


The Sun and the Moon we find have Ecclipſes. 

Thele Lymons were call'd the Heſperian Fruit, 

When the Vigilant Dragon was {ct to look toft. 
lena: 
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Venn: th' Admirer of things that are Sweet, 
For without her aſſiſtance there cond 40 Treat; 
Preſented two Sugar Loves, white as her Doves, 
Supported to the Table by a Pair of young Loves. 
So wonderful curious theſe Deities were, (Air. 
They ſtrain'd their fine Sugar thro' 2 Sive of thin 


Bacchus gave notice by his dangling a Bunch, 

That without his aſſiſtance there cou d be no Punch. 
What was meant by his motion was very well known, 
For they pour d in three Gallons of truſty Langoon. 
Mers tho“ a blunt God, — the chief of che Briskers; 
Sat at the Table a twurling his Whiskers. 
Quoth he, Fellow Gods and Celeſtial Gallants, 

I wont give a Fart for your Punch without Nanms : 
Wherefore Boy Genimede I do command thee, - 

To fill up the Bowl with a Runlet of Brandy. 
Saturn, who of all the Gods was the Eldeſt, 

And we may imagine his Stomach the coldeſt ; 

Did out ot his Pocket three Nutmegs produce, 
Which u hen they were grated were put to the Juice. 
Neptune this Oceati of Liquor did Crown, 

With a hard Sea Bisket well Bak*t in the Sun. 
The Cup being finiſht, the Health was began, 
Js Fove, let it be to our Creature, call'd Aſn. 
is to him that all our Pleaſures we owe, 

For Heaven was never true Heaven till now. 


* 


o 
— ——— 


mt. oo 


The Second Part of the Old Courtier. 


nr: 


1. | 
New Song made by an old quibbling Pate 
Of an old Roundbe: fcarce worn out of date, 
Who turn4d the Kingdom into a Free State, 
Had his Quarters aſſrgn*d him upon Crippte-Gate, * 
Like an Old Roundhead for the Cauſe, 
Or 4 Triennial Roundbead. 2. Who 
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Who raifed « an Army out of the 3 

Which were call*d the Godly, but ne were the 
That drain'd the Nation of very vaſt Sums, ( Scums 
And took City Charter to make head for Drums. 

, Like an old, &c. 


Who held the Cemmon er but a Fable, 

Who called a Cobler to the Council-Table;;' - 

Who made our Church a Kirk, and then a Stable, 

As if Furs Divina lay in ribble rabble. | 
Like an old, &c. 


Who broach'd Rebellion with many Stockadoes, 
And every Pulpit was full of Grenadoes ; 

For a New Reformation they made their Bravadoes, 
And made us True-Born Engliſb by the rule of Bar- 


SONGS and AGES 


TID... 


Like an eld, &c. ( badoes, Þ 


Thus did they waſt Old Em: land to the very Stump, 

Intending to ſwallow us all at a Lump; 

For which of theſe 2 put us into a great Dump, 

Whether the Whore of Babylon or Weſlminſter had 
Likean eld, &c. (the Rump. 


6. 
They threaten'd to leave us neither Pot, Pan, nor 
( Flaggoty 
And that on our Backs we ſhou'd have nefer a Rag 
( on 
Till St. George came to London and yanquiſh'd the 
( Dragg 
Zut ſtill this old Roundbead has ſomerhing to wh = 
Like an old, &c. 


Now he is got him to Con he doth ſtudy to frame 


vou 
Few Trangums, new Trinkets, new Troubles to 
(tame "= F 

n 
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And Triumphs as if he had thrice overcame you, 
And has turn'd his Yea and his Nay to fink and to 
( damn you. 
Like a new Turncoat of the Times, or the Times new 
; ( Turncoat. 


He has got him new Hinges and drove in new 

(Hooks: 

He has left Dod and Cleaver for Fletcher's Play Books; 

And at Court you ſhall have him in all Corners and 

(Noobs. 

Though his falſe head hath falſe hair, yet ſtill he looks 
Like a new Turnccat, &c. 


9. 
He has left off his Preaching, and is now a Rehearſor, 
Of other Mens Sonnets to be taken for a Verſificator; 
And runs at all Puncks with his Putrify'd Piercer, 
And is the Devil and his Dam to a Prater and Aſer- 


( cer. 
Like a new Turncoat, &c. 
10. 
If you come to Petition heꝰ' Il ſeem to be much ob- 
( ſervant, 
As long as he finds you're well furniſh'd with 
(L' Arent; 
But if you have no Mony, you're like for to | a 
(ont, 


Yet ſtill ſays he's your very humble Servant. 
Like a new, &c. 


11. 
Your Petition not granted he'll ſeem to be ſorry, 
And put you off with a very fine formal Story: 
Although in his Heart he doth highly abhor ye, 
Yet ſtill he Il ſay, ſweet Sir, I've a kindneſs for ye. 
Like a new, &c. 

12. 
In no Ceremonious Tire he doth falter, 
le liſtens to the Organs and Sings by the Plum; 

* 1 


* 


= 
* © 
| 
+, 
* 
* 


- He doth bow and hang down his head to the Altar, 
Which were more fitting to be hang'd up in a Hal- 
a Like 4 new, &c. ter. 
13. 
If any foul Faction hath IN to convene, 
This Turncoat in Perſon ſhall fill up the Scene, 
And put in Sedirion and Schi ſm between; 
And therefore God blets the King and the Queen. 
From 4 new Turncoat of the Times, 
Or the Times new Turnccat. 


— 
— nt. nnn... 


A SONG. 


I, 
IN vain we diſſemble, in vain do we trifle, 
Our flame, and check our defire ; 
In vain do our Words our Wiſhes deny, 
There 15 no concealing of Fire ; 
Tho- we*re haughty and ſcornful, the quick-ſighted 
The Artifice ſoon may dilcover ; ( Lover 
"When Frowning the Courtſhip we ſeem to deſpiſe, 
Strait with a Smile 
Our Threats we beguile, ( Eyes. 
Invite with our Looks, and ſpeak Love with otfr 
RE 
Tho Cuſtotn we ſuffer our Fancies to awe, 
And Faſhion and Mode ofer Nature preſide ; 
Thoẽ to our actions dull honour gives Law, 
Our Thoughts their vain ſway do deride: 
Tho“ e bid em be gone, ſtill we fear leſt we loſe 
"Why have we Charms unleſs we ule em? (em, 
Believe not our Noes, theyTe all a deceit, 
Faint's our denial, 
When put to the tryal, 
For Beauty, and Lite without Love are a cheat. 


* 


A 


— . 


— IRS 


T—— 
„ * 


en ſeveral Occaſions, 
A SONG. 


Hilſt on Septimius panting breaſt, 
W Meaning nothing lels than reſt ; 
Acme lean*d her loving head, 

The pleas*d Septimius thus (aid, 
My deareſt Acme! it I be 

Once alive, and love not thee, 
With # Paſſion far above 

All that eter was called Love, 

In a Libiza Deſart may 

become ſome Here prey |! 

Let him, Acme, let him tear 

y breaſt, when Acme is not there. 


Chorus. 


1. 
The God of Love ſtood by to hear kim, 


Ihe God of Love was always near him; 


Pleas*d and tick1*1 with the Sound, 
Sneez'd alond, and all around 
The little Loves that waited by, 
Bow*d, and bleſt the Augury. 

2 


Acme enflam4d with what he ſaid, 
Raſsd her gentle bending head; 
And her Purple Mcuth with Joy, 
Stretching to the delicious Boy 
Twice, and twice could not ſuffice, 
She kiſset his drunken rolling Eyes. 
My little life, my all, ſaid ſhe, 
So may ever Servants be : 
To this beſt God, and neter retain 
Our hated Liberty again: 

So may thy Paſſion laſt for me, 

As1 a Paſſion have tor thee ; 
Greater, and fiercer much than can 


Be conceiv d by thee, 3 an. 
2 


It 
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It reigns not only in my heart, 
Aut runs like Life through every part. 


Chorus. 


. 
* 


She Spake, the God of Love, aloud, 
Sneez'd again, and all the Croud 
Of little Loves that waited by, 
Bow*d, and blels*t the Angury. 


— IE 
8 


— 
—— 


A DIALOGUE berwixt 
Phillis and Strephon. 


Phillis. 


H! what can mean that eager Joy, 
Tranſports my Soul when you appear? 

Ah Strepbon! you my Thoughts employ, 

With all that's Charming, all thats Dear: 
When you your pleaſing Story tell, 

A tendernels invades each part; 
And I with Bluſhes own I feel 

Something too melting at my hearc. 


Ftret hon. 


Ten thouſand Wiſhes, Joys, Deſires, 
Seize on me ſtill, when thee 1 View; 
Ah ! may but thine be real Fires, 
AS mine for ever ſhall be True. 
My heart, like thine, is ſoft, and kind, 
Iwould fain, but yet it cannot Speak; 
ſigh, and leave my words behind; 
For Love that can be told is weak. 


Fi. 
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Phillis. 


Fach ſigh my Reaſon doth ſurprize, 
And 1 at once both wiſh and fear, 
My wounded Soul mounts to my Eyes, 
As 1t would prattle Stories there ; 
Take that Heart that needs would go, 
But Shepherd, fee it kindly us'd ; 
For who tuch Preſents would beſtow, 

If this alas! ſhould be abus d: 
Strephon. 
If Sighs or Tears thy pity move, 
Or if thine Eres thy Love confeſs ; 
Thy fighs do make me dye for Love, 
And lure mine Eyes betray no lels. 
Thy Charming Heart with Joy I'll take, 
A glitt I love becauſe tis thine ; 
I'll uſe it gently for thy ſake, 
Ah ! be but thou as kind to mine, 


Chorus together 


Now all ye liſkning Gods above, 

Bear witneſs of our mutual love; 

On your gay Wings the Joyful Tidings bear, 
To every bright Inhabitant o th Air: 

Tell em, in all their bleſt Cabals, they fee 
Nothing ſo happy, ſo belov'd as we. 


A SONG. 


Oft Notes, and gently rais d, leſt ſome harſh Sound, 
The fair Corinna's Breaſt do rudely wound; 
Diffuſe a peaceful calmneſs thro each part, 
Touch all the Springs of a ſoft Virgins heart 
Tune every pulſe, and Kindle all her blood, 
And ſwell the Torrent of the living Flood; 


= 3 11 
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wide thro her Dreams, and o'er her Fancy move, 
And ſtir up all the Images of Love. 
Thus feeble Man doth his advantage take, 
To gain in Sleep what he muſt loſe awake; 
When Night, and Shade ſhut up Corinna's Charms, 
Then is the propereſt time to take up Arms: 
But Night, and Shades her Beauty can't conceal, 
Night has peculiar Graces to reveal. | 
_ Chorus. 
Ten thouſand Raptures do attend this time, 
Too ſtrong ter Fancy, and too full for Rhime, 


AiSONG. 


Ho::1d I once fall in Love, as I hope J ne'er ſhall, 
Grant ye Gods, to my lot luch a Miſtreſs may fal]; 
Neither Ugly, nor a Beauty, not more Handſom than 
N tqual in Fortune, in Honour and Blood: Good, 
Rot tod ezſy u hen courted by yielding with Honour, 
* ah, luch may the prove or elſe a plague on her. 
May the hare enough Wit, to make ſport with ue 

( Fools, 
May her Vertue fit free, not a Slave to ſtiff Rules; 
I hee u hen Ci comes to lee me, ſhe'l) not ſtick to 
( make one, 

At a Claſs, or a Catch, or to laugh at a Punn : 
Sach, inch would I chuſe me, tor better, tor worſe, 
And when the Wite's done, may ſhe prove a good 


( Nurſe, 
N. 


Fneath an unfrequented Shade, 
kor Wieches a retirement made; 

Cor Damon ay, and e're he dy d, 
Con plaining, thus to Phillis cry d: 
Ah ! could you feel but once that pain, 
The wretch endures that Loves in vain ! 
Pity the tender heart would move, 
And wake you ſtiiye, t admit my love: 
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A SONG. 


He Sweets of good Humour, with thoſe of your 
3 Have taken a fortify'd Heart by Surpriſe; Eyes, 
The ſharpeſt attacks could never yet move, 

To ſubmit to the pleaſures of Beauty or Love ; 

I never will yield, yet alas! 'tis in vain, 

To conquer my Love, as her hate or diſdain 3 

if I find her ſevere, tho' never fo fair, | 

I'll quit all the thoughts of thoſe pleaſures in Store; 
And turn to that freedom J liv'd in before. 


A 80 


I Ove thee till there ſhall be an end of Matter, 
, So long till Courtiers leave in Court to flatter ; 
While empty Courtlings ſhall laugh, jeer, and jibe, 
Or till an old lean Judge retuſe a Bribe: 

Till young Men Women hate, 1 will love thee, 

Till greedy Lawyers ſhall renounce a Fee; 

And till decrepid Miſers Money hate, 

Or States-Men leave to juggle in a State; 

M hile Prieſts Ambition troubles Commonwealth, 
Till Whores grow chaſt, and Thieves forſake their 
Till Tradeſmen leave to cozen, or tolye, (Stealth: 
Till there's a worthy Flatterer, or brave Spy. 

Till honeſt Valiant Men can be afraid, | 
Till Kings by Favourites are not betray d. 
Till all Impoffibles do meet in one, 

J love thee PHMllie, and love thee along. 


A SQRSC. 


22//!i; be gentler I advile, 
Make up for time miſpent; 
When Beauty on its Death. bed lyes, 
'Tis high time to repent, 
Such is the malice of your Fate, 
Which makes you old fo ſoon ; | 
E 4 our 
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Your pleaſure ever comes too late, 

Hou early ere begun, 

Think what a wretched thing is ſhe, 
Whole Stars contrive in Spight ; 

The morning of her love ſhould be 
Her fading beauties night. | 

Thea if to make your ruin more, 
You'll peevithly he coy; 

Dye with the Scandal of a Wh-—— 
And never know the Joy. 


— — — un rn. 0 


A Dialogue (erwirkt Oliver Cromwell 
amd Charon. | 
BY Mr. Horry HALL. 


Noli. 
| An Charon, haſt, tis Nel commands thy ſpeed ; 
Charon, Im he that made three Kingdoms 
Mlzef1 
MAiC% ws 
Proud Soul, fo black's thy guilt, I xnow thee well, 
hou doſt thoſe Shades in Colour far excel, + 
And ſeem ſt a Beauty- Spot to whiten Hell. 
Noll. 
— Dear Charon, haſt, vaſt Streams 
Of injur'd Blood purſue, 
And horrid is its cry, 
And dreadful is its Hew. 


Charon. 
Stay, ſtay, how guilty mult thou be, 
Who choole!t Hell for Sanctuary; 
Thy weighty Crimes will never let thee float, 
But ſingly thou wilt ſink my mighty Boat. | 
Noli. 
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Noll. 


Charon, no more delay, now you preſume too far, 
Remember what I was in War ; 


Did Charles, and ſhall not I pals o'er the Lake? 
Charon. 


Weak Shade, thou art too bold, aud do it miſtake ; 
Still different ways, great Charles and thou did'ſt 
move, 
Thy Courſe was downward, till, his ſtill above. 
| ſaw him aſcend, whilft the Angels itoop't down, 
To preſent a new Throne, 
And the loſs of his Head to repay 
With a huge double Crown. f 
Look vonder IH [ 
The bright Troop on the Wing 
And as they did fly, 
99 Spotlels, and Bright was the King, 
That him trom his new Brother Angels 
I could not deſcry, 
Then open d wide Elizums radiant Gate, 
And in they flew in gay triumphant State, 
And then, 
So Well God, and Man the Martyr did love; 
Good Men 
» Wept below, Saints rejoyc'd all above. 


5 


— Ag 


Noli. 


"Twas brave, and by the Praiſe thou'ſt given, 
Tho: halt made me, what I never was, in love with 
(Heaven 
But Charles from his Seat ſhall remove, 7 
1ho' Heavens flight mine, and his actions approve, * 
As once upon Earth, I'll dethrone him above. 
to Elixium hence will go. 
EY Chi. 
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Charon. 


| No Tyrant, No; (fall, 
To Dens tull of Horrour, thou headlong muſt 

And with Furies as black as thy Trealons muſt 

| ( dwell, 

Aud there as little Mercy as thou ſhew'dſt muſt feel, 


Chorus. 


Prag him down to the 4byſſe, 
Let Flames, and vaſt Serpents 
About him ſtill roll, 
And as he does pityleſs how], 
Let the Flames ever ſcorch him, 
And at him in Scorn the Serpents ſtill hiſs, 
Drag him down, 
And make the Wretch know 
Proud Tyrants on Earth 
Shall be Slaves here below, 


A S ON G. 


Tithia with an awful power, 
On all Hearts extends her (Way; 
Did the Eaſtern Natives know her, 
They d leſs praile the God of Day: 
On her Bro'v Night ſhady lyes, 
Whilſt Morning breaks from her fair Eyes. 


— ——_ — — — — — 


S:r Henry Wotton to Cu,. ANNE, 


Ou meaner Beauties of the Night, 
That poorly {atisfie our eyes, 
NMoie by your number than your light, 
Rike common People of the Skies, 


What are you y hen the Moon ſhall tile ? 


Yea 
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You Violets that fir ſt appear, 

By your Purple Mantles known, 
Like proud Virgins of the Year, 

As though the Spring were all your own: 
What are you when the Role is blown? 

You ſlender Chanters of the Wood, 
That feebly ſend forth Nature's layes, 

Thinking your Paſſion's underſtood 5 
By weak aſſents, what is your praiſe 
When Philomel her Voice doth raiſe ? 

So when my Mrs. ſhall be ſeen 
In Comlineſs of Face and Mind, 

By Virtue firſt, then choice a Queen 3 
Tell me if ſhe were not deſign d 
IT Eclipſe the Glory of her kind. 


— 


A Song on a Ladys Tips and Eyes. 


N Calia's Face a queſtion did arite, | 
Which was more hgautiful, her lips or eyes. 

We ſay the Eyes, fend forth the pointed darts 
Which pterce the hardeſt Adanantine hearts. 
From us reply'd the Lips, proceeds thoſe Bliſſes 
Which Lovers reap by kind Words and ſweet Kiſſes, 
Then wept the Eyes, and from thoſe ſprings did pour 
Of liquid Oriental Peart, a Shower. 
Whereat, the Lips, mov'd with delight and pleaſure, 
With a ſweet grace unlock'd her Ivery Treaſure, 
And bad Love judge whether did add more grace, 
Smiling or Sprinkling unto Celia's Face. 


# 
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Oz; 72 Fly 2 7 672 din A Lad (he) Eye. 
By Dr. LO E. 


W Hen this Fly liv'd ſhe us d to play 
In the fair Sunſhine of the day, 

Till coming near my Cælia's ſight, 

She felt a ſtrange ard unknown light, 

So fall of Glory that it made, 

The Mid-day ſeem a glorious Shade. 

Then this amorous F!y became 

My Rival, and d:d court my Flame : 

From head to bolom ſhe did skip, 

And on her Breatt, her Neck, her Lip; 

Suck d all the Inceiſle and the Spice, 

And grew the Bird of Paradiſe, 

At length into her Eye the ffeu', 

Where ſcorch'd with fla: Ne, and drench'd with dew, 

Like Platon from the Sun's Sphere, 

She fell, and with ber drop a Lear; 

Or which a Pearl was ſtraight compos d, 

Wherein her Afhes lay! inclos d; 

So ſhe receiv'd from Cælia's Eye 

Funeral Fire, Timb, Ob{-quir. 


A Sore by A. ST ROWD. 


3 Lep on our wE SK and h.de y. Ur Eye 5 
NJ. tor with bcholdis 7 YOu, I dye, 
ont tatal Beat ky (9 3 luke, 

Dead v1 th aſton! (hment will ſtrike « 

tx our 1 ierc! 28 r 705 it them ! lee, 


F 
4 — * *- # \ & 5 
$g:© worle then 5415 to me. 
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Shut from your Eyes thoſe hills of Snow, 
Their melting Valley do not ſhew, 

Thoſe Azure paths lead to deſpair, 

© vex me not, forbear, forbear : 

For while I thus in torments dwell, 

The fight of Heaven is woͤrſe than Hell. 


Your dainty Voice and warbling Breath 
Sounds like a Sentence paſt for Death : 
Your dangling Treſſ-s are become 

Like Inſtruments of final doom. 

O if an Angel torture fo 

When life is done ! where ſhall I go ? 


8 n 
A. NT in INC Commena:t1072 67 Muck. 


\\ Hen whiſpering Strains do ſoftly ſteal, 
With creeping Paſſion through the heart; 
And when at every touch, we feel, 
Our Pulſe doth beat and bear a part. 
When threads can make 
A heart-ſtring ſhake, 
Pihylolophy 
Can ſcarce deny 
Our Souls coi!tit of Harmony. 
When unto heavenly Joys we fain 
What e er the Soul affecteth moſt ; 
Which only thus we can explain, 
By Mufick of the winged Hoaſt, 
V hoſe layes we thin 
Make Stars to wink: 
Phyloſophy 
Can ſcarce deny 
Oar Souls conſiſt of Harmony. 


O lall 
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O lull me, lull me charming Air, | 
My Senſes rock with wonder ſweet, | 
Like Snow on Wool! thy fallings are, 
Soft like a Spirit's are thy feet. 
Grief who need fear, 
That hath an Ear; 
Down let him lye, 
And Slumbfring dye, 
And change his Soul for Harmony. 


. A SONG. 


When will Cupid ſhew ſuch Art, 

To ſtrike two Lovers with one Dart: 
I'm Ice to him, or he to me, 
Two Hearts altke there ſeldom be. 


If twice two thouſand meet together, 
How ſcarce one Face is lixe another? 
It ſcarce two Faces can agree, 

Two Hearts alike there ſeldom be. 


— 


2——ß,„%%¼m 


An Ode to a Friend to haſten him into the 


Nl A. 
By Ar. Tho. Randolph. 


. ſpur away, 


I have no patience for a longer ſtay, 
But mult go down, 
And leave the chargeable noile of this Great Town, 
] will the Country fee, 
Where old Simplicity, 


Though 
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Though hid in gray 
Doth look more gay 
Than Foppery in Pluſb and Scarlet clad : 
Farewel you City Wits that are 
Almoſt at Civil War, ( mad. 
'Tis time that I grow wiſe,whenall the World grows 


More of my days 
T will not ſpend to gain an Ideot's praiſe, 
, Or to make ſport 
For ſome flight Puny of the Inns of Court, 
Then worthy Staferd ſay, 
How ſhall we ſpend the day, 
With what Delights ? 
Shorten the Nights ! 
When from that Tumult we are get ſecure, 
„ Where Mirth with all his Freedom goes, 
Yet ſhall no Finger loſe ; (is Pure. 
Where every Word is Thought, and every Thought 


There from the Tree, 
Wee'l Cherrys pluck, and pick the Stræmberry; 
And every day 
Go ſee the wholſom Country Girls make Hay, 
Whole Brown nath lovelier Grace 
Thai any painted Face 
That I do know 
b Hyde Park can ſhow 3 
here had rather gain a kiſs than meet, 
( Though lome of them in greater State, 
Might Court my Love with Plate) | 
The Beauties of Cheopfade, and Wives of Lumbardſtreets 


But think upon 
Some other pleafures ; theſe to me are none. 

Why Go I prate 
Ot omen, that are things againſt my Fate? 


R L 


Was» 
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T acver mean to Wed 
That Tortute to my Bed: 
My Mule is ſhe, 
y Love ſhall be. 
Let Clowns get Wealth,and Heirs, when I am gon : 
And the great Bugbear, (griſly Death) 
Shall take this idle Breath, 
If I a Poem leave, that Poem is my Son. 


Of this no more, 
We'll taft the bright Pomonas itore ; 
No Fruits ſhall *ſcape 
Our Pallate, from the Damſen to the Grape: 
Then full, we'l} ſeek a Shade. 
And hear what Muftcx's made: 
How Ph:ilcnel 
Her Tale doth tell, 
And how the other Bi:ds do fill the Quire, 
The ruh and Blick-Birds lend their 
Warbling Melodious Notes: { Throats, 
We will a!l Sports injoy, which others but deſire. 


Ours is the Sky, 
Whereat what Fou! ſhe pleale, our Hawk ſhall fly: 
Nor will we ſpare 
To Hunt the crafty Fox, or timorous Hare; 
But let our Honnds run looſe 


= — ! + 
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The Bi * (hall tall, 
The Stag and all; 
Oar Pleaſures muſt from their own War: ants be g 
For tomy Mute, it not to me, 
I'm fare all Game is free. 


r 11 Wer 4 "YM but 8 Lear ornate Rave 
eaven, Lal th are all but Parts of ner great Koyy alt- 


And when we mean 
To taſt cf Bcc: Bieſhag go and then, 
* 
And 
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And Drink by ſtealth 
A Cup, or two, to Noble Berk1ly's Health, 
I'll take my Pipe and try 
The Phyygian Melody, 
Which he that hears, 
Lets through his Ears, 
A Madaels to diſtemper all the Brain : 
1 hen I another Pipe will take, 
And Dorique Muſtck make, 
To Civilize with graver Notes, my Wi:'s a Gain, 


CO 


Oz Ars. Arabella Hunt Singing. Pin- 
darique Ode. By Ar. CONG REV E. 


1. 


Et all he huſht, each ſofteſt Motion ceafe, 
Be every loud tumultuous Thought at Peace, 
Ani ey ry rule Gaſp of Breath 
Be calm, as ia the Arms of Death. 
And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſie Part, 
Thoa reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
Be [ti]! ; gently, ah gently, leave, 
Thou buſfte, idle thing, to heave. 
Stir not a Pulle ; and let my Blood, 
That turbulent, unruly Flood, 
Be lottiy itay'd : 
Let me be all, but my Attention, dead. 
Go reſt, y' unneceſſary Springs of Lite, 
Leave your officious Toil and Strife; 
For I woud hear her Voice, and try 
If it be poſſible to dye. 


Come all ye Love. ſick Maids agd wounded Swains, 
And liſten to her Healing Strains. 
A wondrous Bur:, between her Lips me wears, 


* 
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Of Sov'reign Force t oſten Cares: 


'Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as 
(Four Tea!s ; 


And this, through every Ear ſhe does impart, 


( By tuneſul Breath diffus d) to ev'ry Heart, 
Witely the gentle Charmer Flies, 
And to the tender Grief ſcft Air applies, 


Which, warbling Myftick 8 


Cements the bleeding Panter's Wour: 

But ah! beware of clawrous Moan : 
Let no unpleaſing Murmur or harth Groan, 

Your ſlighted Wr declare ; 

Your very tend*reft moving Sighs forbear, 
For even they will be too boiſtrous here. 
H:ther let nought but Sacred Silence come, 

And let all lawcy Praiſe be dumb. 


I, 
nd lo! Silence himſelt is here; 

Merhin oks | lee the Midn' ght God appear, 

In all its downy Pomp array'd, 

Behold the rev'rend Shade: 

An ancient Sigh he fits upon, 
Whole Memory of Sound is long ſince gone, 
And purpoſely annihi lated for his Throne ; 
Beneath two ſott tranſparent Clouds do meet, 
In which he ſeems to fink his lotter Feet. 
A melancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 

Stol n from a Lover in Deſpa:r, 

Like a thir, Mantle, ſerves to wrap 
In Fluid Folds, his viſionary Shafe. 
A wreath of Darknels round his Head he wea 
Where curling Miſts ſupply the want ot Hairs: 


8, 


While the ſtill Vapors, which from Popples riſe, 


Bedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. 


4. 
Bat hark l the heav'nly Sphere turns round, 
And Silence now is drown'd 
In Extaſy ot Sound. 


How 


„ No Oe OO SSN 
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low on a ſuddain the ſtill Air is charm'd, 
As it all Harmony were juſt alarm'd ! 
And ev'ry Soul with Tranſport fill d, 
Alternately is Thaw'd and Chill'd. 
See how the Heavenly Choir 
Come flocking, to admire, 
And with what Speed and Care, 
Deſcending Axgels call the thinneſt Air! 

Halte then, come all th immortal Throng, 
And liſten to her Song ; 

Leave your lov'd Manſions, in the Sky, 

And hither, quickly hither fly; 

Your Loſs of Heaven, nor ſhall you need to fear, 

While fhe {ings, tis Heay'n here. 

dee how they crowd, 4 how the little Cherubs 
While others {tt around her Mouth, and ip (skip ! 
Sy cet Hvliclijans from her Lip. 
Thote Lips, where in Surpriſe of Buls they rove 3 
For ne er betore were Angels bleſt 
With (ich a luſcious Feaſt 
Of Muſick and of Love, 
Prepare then, ye immortal Choir, 
Each ſacred Minſtrel tune his Lvre, 
And with her Voice in Chorus joyn, 

Her Voice, which next to yours is maſt divine. 
Bleſs the glad Earth with heavenly Lays, 

And to that Pitch the eternal Accerts raile, 

Which only Breath inſpir'd can reach, 

To Notes, which only ſhe can learn, and you can 
While we, charm'd with the loy'd Excels, (teach. 
Are wrapt in ſweet Forgetfuinels 

Of all, but of the preſent Happinels : 

Wiſhing, for ever in that State to lie, 
For ever to be dying ſo, yet never die. 


What 
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\ What art thou, Love! 
Written by Mr. J. ALLEST RY. 

| . 

| Charms ! 


WII art thou Love ! whence. are thoſe 
That thus thou bear'it an Untyerial Rule 
For thee the Soldier quits his Arms. 


' The King turns Slave, tne wiſe Man Fool. 


| . 


In vain we chaſe thee from the Field, 

And with cool thoughts reſiſt thy Yoke ; 
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, 
And all thoſe high Relolves are broke. 


3 


Can we e're hope thou ſhould'ſt be true, 
Whom we have found to often vale ? 
Cozen'd, and cheated, ſtill we view, 


And fawn upon the treacherous Face. 


nn . 
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4. 


In vain our Nature we accuſe ; 
And doat, becaule ſhe ſays we muſt : 
This for a Brute were an excuſe, 
Whoſe very Soul and Life is Luf. 


& 


To get our lixeneſs ! what is that 
Our likeneis is but Miſery; Why 
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Why ſhould I toil to propagate 
Another thing as vile as 13 


b 93 


6. 


From Hands Divine our Spirits came, 

. And Gods, that made us, did inſpire 

Something more Noble in our Frame, 
Above the Dregs of Earthly Fire, 


10ſe — — — — 
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ASO NG for St. Cecilia's Day, 1687. 


Written by John Dryden, Eſq; and Com- 
pos'd by Mr. John Baptiſt Draghi. 


I, 


Rom Harmony, from Heav'nly Harmony 
This Univerſal Frame began. 
When Nature underneath a heap 
. Ol jarring Atoms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her Head, 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Arile ye more than dead 
Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
I: order to their ſtations leap, 
And Muſich's Pow'r obey. 
From Harmony, from Heav'nly Harmony 
This Univerſal Frame began: 
From Harmony to Harmony 
Through all the compaſs of the Notes it ran, 
The Diapalon cloftag full in Man. 


2, 


at Paſlion cannot Muſick raiſe and quell! 
When ubal ſtruck the coi de! Shell, 
Hi; 


2 
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His liſt'ning Brethren ſtood around, 
And wond ring, on their Faces fell, 
To worſhip that Celeſtial Sound. 
Leſs than a God they thought there cou'd not dwel 
Within the hollow of that Shell 
That {poke fo ſweetly and fo well. 
What Paſſion cannot Au raite and quell, 


3. 


The Trumper's loud Clangor 
Excites us to Arms, 
With ſhril! Notes of Anger 
And mortal Alarms, 
The double double double beat 
Of the thund ring Drum 
Cries, hark the Foes come ; 
Charge, Charge, tis too late to retreat. 


4. 


The ſoft compaaining Flite 
In dying Notes dilcovers 
The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, 
Whoſe Dirge is whiſper d by the warbling Lute. 


©, 


Sharp Fiolins proclaim 

Their jealous Pangs, and Deſperation, 

Fary, frantick Indignation, 

Depth of Pafns, and height of Paſſion, 
For the fair, diſdainful Dame. 


6. 


But oh! what Art can teach 
What human Voice can reach 


dwell 


Alte. 
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The ſacred Organs praile? 

Notes inipiring holy Love, 

Notes that wing their Heav'nly ways 
ro mend the Choirs above. 


Te 


Ortbeus cou'd lead the ſavage race; 
And Trees unrooted left their place; 
Sequactous of the Lyte: 
But bright CECILI4 rais'd the wonder high'r; 
When to her Organ, vocal Breath was 2 'n, 
An Angel heard, and {traight appear'd, 
liſtaking Earth for Heaven. 


Grand CHORUS, 


As from the tow'r of Sacred Lays 

The Spheres began ie move, 
And (ung the great Creator praiſe 

To all tbe Bleſs d above; 
So when the laſt and dreadful hour 
This crumbling Pageant ſbull devour, 
Te Trumpet ſhall be beard en high, 
The Dead ſhall live, the Living die, 
And Muſick foatl uniune te O. 
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To his Friend Captain Chamberlaine ; Iz 
Love with a Lady he had taken in 
an Algerine Prize at Sea. 


In Alluſton to the 4th Ode of Horace, 
| Lib. the 2d. 


By Mr, YALDEM. 


1. 


> Is no diſgrace (brave Youth) to own 
By a fair Slave you are undone : 
Why doſt thou bluſh to hear that Name! 
And ſtifle thus a Generous Flame ! 
Did not the fair Briſeis heretofore 
With powerful Charms ſubdue 2 
What tho a Captive, ſtil! ſhe bore 
Thoſe Eyes that Freedom cou'd reſtore, 
And make her haughty Lord, the proud Achilles 


( bow. 


A 
Stern Ajax, tho' renown'd in Arms, 
Did yield to bright Tecmeſſa's Charms: 
And all the Laurels he had won, 
As Trophies at her Feet were thrown. 
When beautiful in tears, he view'd the mourning Fair, 
The Hero felt her Power: 
Tho great in Camps, and fierce in War, 
Her ſofter looks he cou'd not bear, 
Proud to become her Slave, tlio late her Conqueror 


3. When 
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When Beauty in Diſtreſs appears, 
An irre ſiſtleſs Charm it bears: 
In every Breaſt does pity move, 
Pity the tender'ſt part of Love. 
Amidſt his Triumphs great Atrides ſuew d 
Unto a weeping Maid: 
Tho? Troy was by his Arms ſubdu d, 
And Greece the Bloody T rophies view d, 
Yet at a Captive's feet the imploring Victor laid. 


4. 


Think not, thy Charming Maid can be 
Ot a baſe Stock, a mean Degree: 
Her ſhape, her Air, her every Grace, 
A more than Fulgar Birth conteſs. 
Yes, yes my Friend, with Royal Blced ſhe's great, 
Sprung from ſome Monarchs Bed : 
Now mourns her Family's hard Fate, 
Her mighty Fall, and abject State, 
And her Illuſtrious Race conceals with Noble Pride. 


9. 


Ah think not an Ignoble Houſe 
Cou'd ſuch a Heroine produce: 
Nor think ſuch generous ſprightly Blood, 
Cou'd flow from the corrupted Crowd. 
But view her Courage, her undaunted Mind, 
And Soul with Vertues croun d: 
Where dazling Int'reſt cannot blind, 
Nor Youth, nor Gold admittance find, 
But till her Honour's fix'd, and Vertue keeps its 
( Ground, 
0, 


View well her great Majeſt ick Air, 
And modeſt Looks Divinely Fair : 
E Too 
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Too bright for Fancy to improve, 
And worthy of thy Nobleſt Love. 
But yet ſutpect not thy officious Friend, 

All jealous thoughts remove: 
Tho' 1 with Youthful heat commend, 
N For Thee I all my Wiſhes ſend, 
Ani if ſhe makes Thee bleſt, tis all L ask of Love. 


nn CCC 


To a Lady of Quality Playing on the Lute. 
Cy Mr. PRIOR. 


Hat Charms you haye, from what high 
Race you ſprung, 
Have bcen the Subject of our Daring Song; 
But when you pleas'd to ſhow the lab ring Mule 
What greater Theams your Muſick could produce; 
Our Babling Prailes we repeat no more, 
But hear, rejoyce, ſtand filent, and adore. 


The Perſians thus, firſt gazing on the Sun, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac d, how bright it ſhone ; 
But, as his Pow y was known, their Thoughts u. ere 

( rais d, 


And ſoon they worſhip'], what at fir ſt they prais'd 


Eliza's Glory lives in Spencer's Song, 
And Comes Verle keeps tair Orinda young: 
That you in Beauty, a: 0 in Eirth excel, 
The Mule might dictate, and the Poet tell; 
Your Art, no other Art can ſpeak, and you, 
To ſhew how well you play, muſt play anew: 
Jour NMuſick s pow 'r your Vufick maſt diſclole, 
For what Light is, tis only Light that ſhows. 
Strange force of Harmony that thus Controuls 


Our inmoſt Thoughts, and lanctifies our Souls: 
Whit 
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Whilſt with its utmoſt Art your Sex could move 
Our Wonder only, or at beſt our Love. 
You far beyond both theſe your God did piace, 
That your high power might worldly thoughts 
deſtroy, 
That with your Numbers yor our Zeal might raiſe, 
And, like himſelf, Communicate your Joy. 


When to your Native Heaven you ſhall repair, 
And with your Prelence Crown the Bleſſings there; 
Your Lute may wind its ſtrings but little higher, 
To tune their Notes to that Immortal Quire. 

Your Art is perfect here, your Numhers do 
More than our Books, made the rude Athieſt know 
That there's a Heaven, by what he hears below. 


As in ſome Piece, whilſt Luke his Skill expreſt, 
A Cunning Ange! came and drew the reſt , 
So, whilſt you play, ſome Godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, Divinely helps your Art; 
Some Cherub finiſhes what you begun, 
And to a Miracle improves a Tune. 


To burning Rome when frantick Nero play'd, 
Viewing your Face, no more he had furvey'd 
The reigaing flames, but ſtruck with ſtrange ſurprize; 
Confeſs em leſs than thoſe of Ans Eyes. 
But, had he heard thy Lute, ke ſoon had tound 
His Rage eluded, and his Crime atron'd ; 
Thine, like Amphion's Hand had rais'd the Stone, 
And from Deſtruction call d a Fairer Town ; 
Malice to Muſick had been torc'd to yield, 
Nor could he buru fo faſt, as chou could it Build, 
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The Character of a God PARSON. 
Imitated from Chaucer, and Inlarg'd 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 


+ Pariſh-Pricft was of the Pilgrim Train, 
An Au ful, Reverend, and Religious Man, 
Hits Eyes diffus'd a Venerable Grace, 
And Charity it ſelf was in his Face. 
Rich was lus Soul, though his Attife was Poor, - 
(As God had Cloathd his own Iunbaſſador 7 

For ſuch on Farth his bleſs'd Redeemer bore. 
Of Sixty Years he feem'd ; and well might laſt 
To Sixty more, but that he liv'd to taft : 
Refin'd himſelf to Soul, to curb the Sence, 
And made almoſt a Sin of Abſtinence, 
Yet had his Alpect nothing of Severe, 
But ſuch a Face as promis d him Sincere, 
Nothing reſerv'd or ſullen was to ſce, 5 
But ſweet Regards, and pleaſing Sanctity: & 
Mild was his Accent, and his Action free. 4 
With Eloquence innate, his Tongue was arm'd: 
Tho harfh the Precept yet the Preacher charm'd. 
For letting dou the Golden Chain from high, 
He drew his Audience upward to the Sky ; 
And oft with holy Hymns, he charm'd their Ears : 
A Miuſick more Melodious than the Spheres. 
For David lett him, whenhe went to reſt, 
His Lvre, and after him he Sung the beſt. 
Fe bore his great Com miſſion in his Look; 
But ſweetly temper d a e. and ſoften'd all he ſpoke }} .. 
He Preach'd the Joys of Heav'n, and Pains of Hell. 
And warn'd the Sinner with becoming Zeal. 8 
Pu: on Eternal Mercy lov'd to Dwell, 


He 
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He taught the Goſpel rather than the Law, 
And forc'd himſelt to drive; but lov'd to draw: 
For Fear but freezes Minds; but Love, like Heat, 
Exhales the Soul ſublime, to ſeek her Native Scat. 
To threats, the ſtubborn Sinner oft is hard, 
Wrap'd in his crimes, againſt the ſtorm prepar'd : 
But, when the milder Beams of Mercy play, 
He melts, and throws his comb'rous Cloak away, 
Lightnings and Thunder ( Heay'ns Artillery 
As Harbingers before th' Almighty fly: 
Thoſe, but proclaim his Style, and diſappear ; 
The ſtiller Sound ſucceeds, and God is there. 
the Tythes his Pariſh freely paid, he took, 
But never Sud, or Cursd with Bell and Book; 
With Patience bearing Wes but off ring none, 
Since every Man is free to loſe his own. 
The Country Churles, according to their kind, 
(Who grudge their Dues, and love to-be behind) 
The lels he ſought his Off rings, pinch'd the more, 
And prais'd a Prieſt, contented to be Poor, 
Yet of his Httle, he had ſome to ſpare, 
To feed the Famiſh'd, and to cloath the Bare. 
For mortity'd he was, to that degree, 
A poorer than himſelf he wou d not lee. 
True Prieſts he ſaid, and Preachers of the Word, 
Were only Stewards of their Soveraign Lord; 
Nothing was Theirs but all the publick Store: 
Intruſted Riches, to Relieve the Poor. 
Who, ſhou'd they ſteal, for want of his Relief, 
He judg'd himſelf Accomplice with the "Thief. 
Wide was his Pariſh; not contracted clole 
In Streets, but here and there a ſtrageling Houſe, 
Yet ſtill he was at hand, without requeſt, 
To ſerve the ſick; co ſuccour the diltrels d: 
Tempting on foot, alone, without acfrig e, 
The dangers of a dark, tempeſtuoius Night, 
All this, the good old Man perform alone, 
Nor ſpar d his pains, for Curate he had none, 

E 3 Nor 
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Nor durſt he truſt another with his Care, 

Nor rode himſelf tojPayls, the publick Fair, 

To Chaffer for Preferment with his Gold; 

Where Biſhopricks, and Sinecures are ſold : 

But duly watch'd his Flock,3by night and day ; 

And from the prowling f, redeem'd the prey, * 
And hungry ſent the wily Fox away. | 
The Proud he tam'd, the Penitent he chear'd ; 

Nor to rebuke the rich" Offender fear'd. 

His Peaching much, but more his Practice wrought, 
( A living Sermon of the Truths he taught ) 

For this by Rules ſevere, his Life he ſquar d: 

7 bat all might fee the Doctrine which they heard. 
Ihe Prieſts, he ſaid, are Patterns for the reſt : 
The Gold of Heav'n, who bear the God Impreſs d:) 
hut when the precious Coin is kept unclean, 

The Soveraign's Image is no longer ſeen. 

f they be foull, on whom the Poople truſt, 

Well may the baſer Braſs contract a ruſt. 

The Frelate, for his holy life he priz*d ; 

Ihe worldly Pomp of Prelacy delpis'd. 

lis Saviour came not with a gawdy ſhow ; 

Nor was his Kingdom of the World below. 
Patience in Want, and Poverty of Mind, 

theſe. Marks of Church and Churchman he 

defior'd, ö I 

And living taught, and dying left behind. 

The Crown hz wore was of the pointed Thorn; 

In Purple he was Crucity'd, not Born. 

They who contend for Place and high Degree, 

Are not his Sons, but thoſe of Zebadee. 

Not but he knew the Signs of Earthly Pov r, 
{ight well become St. Peter's Succeſſor. 

Ihe Holy Father holds a double Reign, (Plain. 
The Prince may xeep his Pomp, the Fiſher muſt be 
Such was the Saint, who ſtrove with every Grace: 
Peflecting Moſes-like, his Maker's Face. 


God 
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God ſaw his Image lively was expreſs d, 

And his own Work, as in Creation bleſs d. 

The Tempter ſaw him too with envious Eye; 

And. as on 7ob, demanded leave to try. 

He took the time when Richard was Depos'd ; 

And High and Low, with happy Harry clos d. 

This Prince, tho' great in Arms, the Prieſt ithſtood: 
Near, tho' he was, yet not the next of Blood. 

Had Richard unconſtrain d, refign'd the Throne : 
A King can give no more than is his own : 8 
Ihe Title ſtood entail d, had Richard had a Son. 
Conqueſt, an odious Name, was laid aſide, 

Where all ſubmitted; none the Battle try*d. 

The ſenſeleſs plea of Right by Providence, 

Was, by a Flatt*ring Prieſt, invented ſince; 

And laſts no longer than the preſent (way ; 

And juſtifies the next who comes in play; 

The Peoples Rigtit remains; let thoſe who dare, 
Diſpute their power, when they the Judges are, 

He join*d not in their Choice, becauſe he knew 
Worſe might, and often did from Change enſue. 
Much to himſelf he thought, but little (poke - 

And undepriv'd his Benefice forſook. 

Now, through the Land, his cure of Sculs he- 
And like a Primitive Apoſtle Preachd: ſtretched, 
Still chearful, ever alas to his call ; 

By many followed, lov*d by moſt, admir'd by all. 
With what he Beg*d, his Brethren he Reviv'd, 
And gave the Charities himſelf receiv d. 

Gave, while he taught, and edify<d the more, 
Becauſe he ſhew*d by proof, *twas Eaſe to be Poor, 
He went not with the Crowd, to ſee a Shrine, 
But fed us by the way, with Food Divine, 

In deference to his Vertues I forbear 

To ſhew you, what the reſt in Orders were: 
This Brillant is ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo bright, (Light. 
He needs no Foyl, but ſhines by his own proper 
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The Monument of a Maiden LADY, 
Who Dy'd at the Bath, and is there Interr'd. 


 Elow this Me Monument, is laid 
All that l wants of this Cæleſtial Maid. 


A Son ſoc deu not Ebbs or Flows, 
Which Patho: cou d but Curl; not Diſcompoſe, 
A Female Sottnets, with a Manly Mind: 

A Daughter Duteous, and a Siſter Kind: + 
In Sickneſs Patient, and in Death Refign'd. 


mt 


Reat, Good, and Fuſt, could I but rate 
My Grief, and Thy too rigid Fate, 

1 4 Weep the World to ſuch a Strain, 
1 hurt it ſhould Deluge once again. 
But ſince thy loud tongu'd Blood demands Su pplies, 
More from Bryareus Hands, than Argus's Eyes; 
III fing thy Obſequies with Trumpets Sounds, 
Anl Write thy Epitzph in Blood and Wounds. 


Crime juſterum Princeps quoq; maxime Regum, 
Si tua fro Meritis Fata cruenta fieam, 

Terra meis lachrymis fuſis foret ip ſa ſub undas, 
Ht redeant Veteres Deucalionis aqua. 

Sed quis Suptetias poſſit Tibi gloria Mortis, 
Non Oculis, manibus funera flere juvat, 

Bucct4 rauca cane: tua ſunera Marte feroct, 
Puinertbus Gladius Scritter et ultor erit. 
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A Song by Mr. D' UREFET:. 


I 


VI on Cares of Humane Fate, 
In a ſad Cypreſs Grove; 
A ſtrange Diſpute 1 heard of late, 
'T wixt Virtne, Fame, and Love. 
A penſive Shepherd ask'd advice, 
And their Opinions crav'd. 
Hou he might hope to be ſo Wiſe, 
To get a Place beyond the Skies, 
And how he might be Sav d? 


2. 

Nice Jirtue Preach'd Religion's Laws, 
Paths to Eternal Reſt ; 

Ta fight his King's, and Country's Cauſe, 
Fame councell'd him was beſt: 

But Love oppos'd their noily Tongues, 
And thus their Votes out-brav'd ; 

Get, get a Miſtreſs, Fair, and Young, 

Love fiercely, conſtantly, and long, 
And then thou ſhalt be Sav d. 


Chorus. 


Swift as a Thought, the amorous Swain 
To $)lviz's Cottage flies; 
In ſoft Expreſſions told her plain 
The way to Heavenly Joys. 
She, who with Piety was Stor'd, 
Delays no longer crav'd, * 
Charm'd by the God whom they ador d, 
She Smil d and took him at his Word, 
And thus they hoth were d. 
5 A? 
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A SONG. 


I 


Hilſt Cynthiz Sung, all angry Wings lay till ; 
And Zephirus with a gentle Gale, 
Did foftly ſwell the trembling Sail; 
( yatbia, whole Voice, as well as Eyes, can kill: 
Charm'd with the Magick of her Tongue, 
The wanton Waters danc'd along ; 
Each littie Billow ftrove to ſtay, - 
Tho Nature forced it away: 
Precedent Waves then following, Ride, 
And all together blame the Tide. 


2, 


From Roſie Mouth ſhe breath'd the perfum'd Sound; 
e3 The mournful Auick Philomel, 
| Ne're did warble half fo well; 
Whilſt mocking Eccho's babble it around. 

Ne re in ſo ſweet a Tune as this, 

Upon the Banks of Thameſes, 

Did Silver Swans, about to dye, 

Grace their mournful Elegy: 

Dear Cynthia, they're excell'd by you, 

In Sweetnels, and in Fairnels too. 


- — — — — 
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A SONG. 


1 


ET the Vain Spark conſume his Store, 
In keeping an expenſive Whore, 
For others to employ : 
For all thoſe Snares, and Baits he pays, 
Which he for other Gallants lays, 
And he muſt leaſt enjoy. 


2. 


Keep Whores then, as Perfumes you wear, 
Of which, your ſelves have the leaſt ſhare, 
Of others Claps partake : a 
Your Bodies bring to the Surgeon's hands, 
And to the Scriv'ners all your Lands, 
And give her your laſt Stake, 


3. 


While with Reaſon we bleſs the Fate 

That brings us to the Marriage- State, 
The only happy Life: 

The chief Enjoyment of a King, 

No Wealth nor Power ſuch Joy can bring, 
As does a Wife, a tender Wife. 


4. 
There can be no Friend beſide, 
So ſoft does Intereſt divide, 


But they are fo conjoyn'd - 
By this moſt Sacred Rite are grown, 
That they are not one Fleſh alone, - 


Put they are both one Mind. 41 
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AjSOQNG. 


I, 


E mighty Wealth, that gives the Rules 
To vicious Men, and cheated Fools, 

Could but prelerve me in the Prime 
Or blooming Youth, and purchaſe Time; 
Then I wou'd covet Riches too, 
And ſcrape, and cheat as others do: 
That when the Miniſter of Fate, 
Pale Death was knocking at the Gate, 
I'd ſend him loaded back with Coyn, 
A Bribe of richer Duſt than mine. 
But ſince that Life muſt ſlide away, 
And Wealth can't purchale one poor Day; 
Why ſhould my Cares increaſe my Pain, 
Aud waſt my time, with Sighs, in Vain? 


2. 


Since Riches cannot Life ſupply, 

It is a uſeleſs Poverty. 

Swift Time that can't be bought to ſtay, 
I'll ftrive to glide the gentleſt way. 
With chearful Friends brisk Wine ſhall paſs, 
And drown a Cate in every Glats: 
Sometimes diverted with Love's Charms, 
The Circle made by Celia s Arms. 
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KK 


A SONG. 


I. 
N Courts, Ambition kills the Great ; 
In Cities ſtrive for needleſs Gain; 
Some do in Battels meet their Fate, 
But I by Love, by Love am Slain: 
Phaeton by Thunder dy'd, 
Prometheus by the Vultures Pain : 
This doom d for Stealth, and that for Pride, 
But I by Love, by Love am Slain. 


2, 


Let noiſy deſperate Fools be brave, 
And build up Trophies to the Sky ; 
My only Wiſh, ye Gods, I have, 
When at Clorinda's feet J dye: 
W hen 1, like fome, to greatnefs born, 
To Fame, and Empire rais'd up high ; 
That Fame, that Empire I wou'd ſcorn, 
And at Clorinda's Feet wou'd dye. 


A SONG: 


(chain, 
Here art thou, God of Dreams! for whoſe ſoft 
The beſt of Mankind ever does complain? 
Since they affect to be, 
Thy Captives before Liberty, 
Unkind, and diiobliging Deity: 
He flys rom Princes, and tiom Lovers Eyes, 
Yet every Night with the poor Shepherd lyes. 
Shew 
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Shew thy ſelf now a God, and take ſome care 
Of the Diſtreſs d, Innocent and Fair; 

To reſt, to reſt diſpoſe, 
The pity'd Maid her Eye-lids cloſe, 
Gently as Evening-Dews ſhut up the Roſe: 
Then bear in Silent Whiſpers in her Ear, 
Such pleaſing Words, as Virgins love to hear. 


4 oy 6 


8 


——— — ̃ — — Tn. of 
| 
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A Song by Mr. OLDHAM. 


Ill me a Boul, a mighty Boul, 
Large as my capacious Soul; 
Vaſt asmy Thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my Grave; 
I mean, the Grave of all my Care, 
For I defign to bury't there, 
Fill me 4 Boul, &c. 
Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 
Worthy of Wine, worthy of Me ; 
Worthy to ador: the Spheres, 
As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars. 
Fill me a Boul, &c. 


ä —— , 


— ———— 


A Song by Sir George Etheridge. 


| I. 
Eaſe anxious World, your fruitleis pai 
To graſp forbidden Store; MY 
Your ſtudy'd Labours ſhall prove vain, 


Tour Alchymy unbleſt; 
Whilſt Seeds of far more precious Ore 


Are ripned in my Breaſt. 


2, My 
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2. 


My Braſt, the Forge of happier Love, 
Where my Lucinda lies 
And therich Stock does ſo improve, 
As ſhe her Art imploys; 
That every Smile, and Touch ſhe gives, 
Turns all to Golden Joys. 


3. 


Since ten we can ſuch Treaſures raiſe, 
Let's no Expence refuſe ; 
In Love let's lay out all our Days, 
How can we e'er be poor? 7 
When every Bleſſing that we uſe, 
Begets a thouſand more. 


A SONG. 


d 
Miſt the Shades, and cool refreſhing Streams, 
Where Lovers eaſe their panting Hearts in 
Poor Damon lay; (Dreams, 
His Grief, ſo ſadly printed in his Face, 
His Looks diſturb d the Pleaſures of the Place: 
In hollow Notes he Sung his wretched Fate, | 
His hopeleſs Love, and his Aminta's Hate; 
The trembling Birds about him throng, 
Liſten, and murmur at his Song 
Which hiadred their ſweet Strains ſo long; 
Bit ſtreight with charming Notes, 
The ſtretch their warbling Throats ; 
And all with one Confeat, aid Voice, 
Invite the Shepherd to reſoyce: 
But freight with charming Notes, &c. But 
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But what can his ſad Soul inſpire, 

His Heart ſc much by Grief oppreſt » 

A ſigh / alas) breaks from his Breaſt ; 
Which frights the harmleſs Birds, 
And damps the chearful Quire. 


Song by Collonel Salisbury. 


Ow have I ſerv d, how Juſt or True, 
I need appeal to none but You ; 
For all my Thoughts from you took Birth, | 
My Soul Djvin:ty on Earth: - \ 
Nor does a Wiſh, which upward flies, | ) 
Petition from Heavens Deities 8 
Ought hut to fall your much-lov'd Sacrifice. 
When tongue-griev'd Accents can no more impart, 
And Sighs lament expiring Heart; 
When anguiſh'd Soul in ſtrong Convulſion lyes, 
And rapid Tears o erflowing melting Eyes; 
Then, Clariana, you will find, and grieve, 
A fleeting Life no Power can retrieve ; 
Nor gain from Fate, a Moment of Reprieve. 


1 Chorus. 
So gently glide my Soul, that thou may ſt be 


Tranſlated to Eternity, 
N To meet thole Joys for faithful Loves aſſign d; 2 


With _—_ Blits, and knotty Cares un- 
ind, 
And leave the Torments of the World behind. 


| 
! 
: 
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A Seng on INGRATITU DE, 
By Mr. COW LET. 


Little thought, thou fond ungrateful Sin ! 
] When firſt J let thee in, 
And gave thee but a part 
In my unwary Heart ; 
I little thought, that thou would e er have grown, 
So falſe, or ſtrong, to make it all thine own ; 
At my own Breaſt, with care I fed thee ſtill, 
Letting thee ſuck thy fill; 
And daintily I nouriſh'd thee, . 
With idle Thoughts, and Poetry! 
What ill returns do'ſit thou allow ? 
I fed thee then, and thou do'ſt ſtarve me now. 
There was a time, when thou waſt cold and chill, 
| Nor hadlſt thou pow'r of doing ill, 
Into my Boſom did I take, 
This frozen and benumbed Snake, 
Not fearing from it any harm; 


But now it ſtings that Breaſt which made 1t warm. a 


What curſed Weed's this Love ! but one Grain ſow, 
And the whole Field twill overgrow4- 
Streight will it choak up, and devour 
Each wholſom Herb, and beauteous Flow'r- 
Nay, unleſs ſomething ſoon J do, 
'Twill kill, I fear, my very Laurel too. 
But now all's gon, I now, alas ! complain, 
Declare, proteſt, and threat in vain; 
Since by my unforc'd conſent, 
The Traytor has my Governmc.it, 
And is ſo ſettl'd in the Throne, 
That 'ewere Rebellion now, to claim mine wa. 


ob . 


* 


4 
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A Seng by Sir George Etheridge. 


I. 


N ſome kind Dream upon her Yumbers ſteal, 
And to Lucinda all I beg, reveal; 


Breath genfleſt words into her Ears, 
Words full of Love, but full of Fears, 
Such words as may prevail, 


Like Pray'rs from a poor dying Martyr's Tongue, 
By the ſweet Voice of Pity Sung. 


7. 


Touch with the Voice the more inchanting Lute, 
To make the Charms ſtrike all Repulſes mute: 

Thele may inſenſibly impart, 

My tender Wiſhes to her Heart, 

And, by a Sympathetick part, 

So tune its Strings to Loves diſcourſe ; 

That when my Griefs compe! a Groan, 

Her lighs may Eccho.to my Moan. 


A SONG 
By the Honourable Sir Robert Howard. 


Wien 1 Drink, my Heart is poſſeſt 
V ith a Joy that flides thro 115 my Breaſt ; 
My Thoughts and my Fancy grow 
By the Wine, not the Muſes intpir d; 
My Cares grow becalm d when! drink, 
And down with the Stream they all fink. 


The 
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The God I enjoy with the Wine, 

And my Humour grows more Dtvine ; 
Like Bacchus, with freſh Roſes crown'd, 
The fragrant Odours ſtea)ing round: 
Thus I triumph above all Strife, 

And Sing the ſweetnels of this Life. 
When J drink with Glaſſes full charg d, 
My Spirits grow free, and enlarg d, 
Among Troops of Beauties I play, 
And rais'd above Thoughts of decay. 
When J drink, I ſing the ſoft Charms 
Of Venus, and claſp in my Arms 

My Miſtreſs, who then ſeems to me 

A Goddeſs too, as bright as ſhe. 

When I drink, th' advantage I find, 
From Troubles to ſhelter my Mind ; 
This is the Bleſſing alone, 

That we that live can call our own. 
You that ſeek more, tell me but why, 
Since all alike muſt one day dye? 


A SONG 


Ey GEORGE GR ANVILE, Eſq; 


L Une thy Harmonious Lyre, begin my Aſuſe ; 


— 


What Nymph, what Queen, what Goddeſs 
all we chuſe? a 
Whoſe Praiſe ſhall we Sing? What Charmers name 
Tranſmit Immortal:-down to Fame? 
Strike, ſtrike thy Strings, let Eccho take a part, 
And hear it far to all the Mountains roun. 
Pindus again ſhall hear, again rejoyce, 
And Hzmus too, when the Inchanting Voice 
Of tuneful Orpheus charm'd the Grove, 


Taught Oaks to Dance, and made the — 
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Not Venus or Diana will we name, 
Mira, is Venus, and Diana too; | 
All that was feign'd of them, apply'd to her, is true- 
Then Sing, my Muſe, let Mira be our Theme: 
As when the Shepherds do their Garland make, 
They ſearch, with pains, the fragrant Medows round, 
And only here, and there the choiceſt Flowers take, 
With which ſome Nymph is Crown'd d 
In framing Mira ſo Divinely Fair, 
Nature has taken equal Care : 

All that is Lovely, Noble, Good, we ſee, 

All Beauteous Mira, all bound up in thee : 

Where Aſira is, there is the Queen of Love, 

Ih Arcadian Paſtures, and the Cyprian Grove; 
When Aſira walks, fo charming is her Mien, 

In every Moment, every Grace is ſeen ; 

When Aſira ſpeaks, ſo juſt's the Senſe, and ſtrong, 
So ſweet a Voice, tis like the Muſes Song: 

Place me on Mountains of Eternal Snow, . 

Where all is Ice, all Winter Winds that blow 3 

Or caſt me underneath the burning Line, 

Where everlaſting Sun does ſhine ; 
Where all is ſcorch'd, whatever you decree, 
Ye Gods, wherever I ſhall be, 
Mira ſhall ftill be lov'd, and ſtill ador'd by Me. 


—_— 


— 


Dialog ue between Thirſis a Dorinda. 


Dorinda. 


J Hen Death ſhall part us from thele Kids, 
And ſhut up ohr divided Lids, 
Tell me Thirſit, prithee do, 
Whither Thou and I ſhall go? 
| Thirfs. 
To the Eliqium. 


. 
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Dorinda. 
Oh ! Where is't > 
Thirſis. 
A chaſt Soul can never miſs't. 
Dorinda. 
I know no way but one, our Home 
Is our Cell, Elizium ? 
Thirſis, 
Turn thine Eyes to yonder Sky, 
There the Milky-way doth lye ; 


Ils a ſure, but rugged way, 
That leads to Everlaſting Day. 


Dorinda. 


There Birds may neſt, but how ſhall 1, 
That have no Wings, and cannot &1y ! 


Thirfis. 
Do not ſigh, fair Nymph, for Fire 
Has no Wings, yet doth aſpire, 
Till it hit againſt the Pole: 
Heavens the Center of the Soul, 
Dorinda. 


But in Elitium, how do they 

Pals Eternity away ? 

Thir/is. 

Oh! There is neither Hope nor Fear; 
There is no Wolt, nor Fox, or Bear; 
No need of Dog to fetch our Stray, 
Our Light-foos we may give away . 
No Oat-pipe needful there; our Ears 
May ſleep with Muſick ot the Spheres. 


Dorinda 5 
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Dorinda- 


Oh ſweet ! how I my future State, | 
By filent Thinking antedate 


I prithee let us ſpend our time to come 


In talking of Elixium. 
Thirſcs, 


Then III go on, there Sheep are full 

Of [{weetelt Graſs, and ſof teſt Wool: 
There Birds fing Conſorts, Garlands grow; 
Cool Winds do whiſper, Springs do flo'y ; 
There always is a Rifing-Sun, 

And Day is ever but begun: 

Shepherds there bear an equal ſway, 

And ev'ry Nymph's a Queen of M. 


Dorinda. 
Ah me! 


Thirſis. 
Dorinda! why do'ſt cry ? 


Dorinda. 


I'm Sick, Im Sick, and fain wou'd dye. 
Convince me now that this is true, 
By bidding with me all adieu. 


Thirſis. 


I cannot live without Thee, T, 
II for Thee, much more with Thee, dye. 


Chorus, 


A FF 1H 
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Chorus. 


Then let us give Clorillo charge 0' th' Sheep, 

And Thou, and I'll pick Poppies, and them Steep 
In Wine, and drink on't even till we weep ; 

So ſhall we ſmoothly pals away in Sleep. 


A Song by Collonel O OSL Er. 


Love, that ſtronger art than Vine 

Pleaſing Deluſion, Witchery Divine; 

Wont to be priz'd above all Wealth, 

Diſeaſe that has more Joys than Health ; 

I ho we blaſpheme thee in our pain, 

And of thy Tyrarny complain, 8 
We all are better d by thy Reign; 

What Reaſon never can beſto w, | 

We to this uſeful paſſion owe. 

Love wakes the Dull from ſluggiſh eaſe, 

And learns a Clown the Art to pleaſe; 
Humbles the Vain, kindles the Cold, 
Makes Miſers free, and Cowards bold: 
"Tis ſhe reforms the Sot from Drink, 
And teaches airy Fops to think, 
When full brute Appetite 1s fed, 
And choak d the Glutton lyes, and dead; 
Thou new Spirit do'ſt diſpence, 
And fine the grols delights of Sence ; 
Vertue's unconqu'rable aid, 
hat againſt Nature can perſuade, 
And make a roving Mind retire 
Within the Bounds of juſt Deſire; 
Chearer of age, Youth's kind unreſt, 
And half the Heav'n of the Bleſt. 
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TY 


ADIALOGUE bermixt 
Love and Deſpair. 


— 


Deſpair. 


Ence, fond Deceiver! hence, be gon! 
Hence, and ſome tamer Captive find; 
Since Hope, thy belt Companion's flown away, 
Why ling reſt thou behind? 
Naked at firſt, and blind thou wert, 
Till blinder, L allow'd thee part, 
In my unweary hoſpitable Heart; 
But now thou'rt fo unruly grown, 
You needs will make it all your own, 
And in my Vanquith'd Breaſt will Tyrannize alone. 


Love. 


Ceaſe poor miſtaken Wretch, and know 
I'll feek ſome braver, nobler Breaſt; 
To ſome more generous Heart III go, 
That wil! not bluſh to own its Gueſt ; 
Blind tho' I was, my aim was lure, 
Yet won't thy Coward Heart endure 
The happy Wound, nor wait the happier Cure. 


Deſpair. 


Too long have I endur d the Wound, 

Joo long indulg'd the rageing Pain, 

Till I by fad Experience found 

The Wound too fure, the Wound too yain ; 
Then mighty Love, for ſuch thou art, 
Withdraw thy fatal certain Dart; 


Or 


Z— tee ets 


on ſeveral Occaſions, 12 
Or elſe to both a mutual Flame impart, 

And warm Porinda's breaſt, as thou haſt fir'd my 
( Hears. 


L ove 


If then thou would'ſt victorious prove, 

And with ſucceſs thy wiſhes Crown, 

With bold aſſurance ſpeak thy Love, 

And make thy generous Paſſion known ; 

When Beauty calls to whine and die, 

Is Cowardize not Modeſty > 

You by pale asking teach her to deny, 

And by your faint purſuit encourage her to fly : 

In vain fond Lovers in vain, 

Of your Phillis's ſcorn you complain; 

In vain do you talk and of Fire, 1 

Sigh languiſhlament and expire, 

Since the Nymph dares not grant what you dare 
(not deſite; 

Whilft the brisk eager Lover at his Prey boldly flies, 

And takes the glad Captive by welcome ſurprize. 


% 
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I. 
Ame Fortune if thou want'ſt a guide, 
I'le tell thee how thou maiſt divide, 
Diitribute unto each his due, 
Juſtice is Blind and fo are you. 
2» 
To the Uſurer this doom impart, 
May 5 Scrivener breek, and then his Heart. 
His Debtors unto beggary fall, 
Or what's as bad turn Courtiers all. 


| 3. 
Unto Tradeſmen that ſell too dear, 
A long vacation all the Year! 
Revenge us thus on their deceits. 
And {end them Wives, light, as their Weights. 


4. 
And leſt the Players ſhould grow poor, 
Send them Aglauta's more and more, 
Unto the Puritans more Ears, 
{han Ceres in her Garland wears. 


But Fortune how canit recompence, 
the French mens daily in{olence > 
For them I know no greater pain, 
Thea to be ſent to France again. 

6. 
To the Phy fi cian (if you pleaſe) 
Send him another new diſeaſe, 
And give to Scholars (if thou canſt do“: 
A Bene fice without a ſuit 
To Court Lords great Monopol ies, 
And to the Wives Communities, 
So Fortune ſhalt thou pleaſe them all, 
When Lords do rife and Lidies fall. 

8, Uate 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 
CANT © 


5 
8 J Duce ( ſors) indigeas, 
Inſtruam te ut dividas, 
Suum Cuiq; tribue, 
Cæcutis par Fuſtitiæ. 
2. 
Hoc Fatum habet Creditor, 
Rupto Scriba, Rumpatur Cor, 
Sint Debitores mendici! 
Aut Saltem fiant Aulici. 
Illis qui vendunt nimio, f 
Annalt ſir vacatio! 
Wxores fant pro fraudibus, 
Leves, aJue fonderibus. 
4. 
Et ne vile ſcat Hiſtrio, 
Aglauras plures addits, 
Tot aures da Fanatics, 
Luct ſunt ariſtæ Cereris ! 
1 
Et quali pæna rependas, 
Gallorum inſolentias? 
Tam gravem novi non al iam, 
Quam traxſmitti in Galliam. 
6 
(Ci placet) & ad medicum, 
Mittas morbum nevitium 
( Si potes ) des $:t olaribus, 
Vicariam, fine Litibus, 
Magnat es fint monopole | 
Hxores & Publ icelæ |! 
Sic ſors placebis omnibne, 
Eis Altis, His * 
2 
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Unto the Lawy- l beſeech) 

As much for filence as for ſpeech, 3 
To Ladies Uſhers ſtrength of Baek, 

And to ty ſelt a cup of Sack. 


— 


'A SONG. 


CHEVY-CHASE. By Grader of the 
Li. ſhip of London. 


1 
OD proſper long our Noble King, 
our lives and fatetes all, 
A A otul hunting once there did 
in Chcvj-Chafe beta), 


. 
To drive the Deer wich Hound and Horn 
Far] Percy took his way; hs 
The child may rue that is unborn 
the hunting of that day. 


| . 

The Rout Earl of Nortbumberl md 
2 vow to Cod did make, 

His pleaſure ia the Scoctiſh Woods 

three Summers days to take, 


The chiefeſt Harts in Chevy-Chaſe 
to kill and bear away; | 
Theie tidings to Earl Douglas came, 

in Scotland, where he lay. 


5. 

Who ſent Earl Percy preſent word, 
he would prevent his Sport: 

Ihe Cngliſß Earl, not feariag this, ' 

did to the Woods reloft. 


F. With 


* 
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Et quantum das caflis- ; 
Da tantum fro ſulentio, 
Vim Dorſi træambulonibus, 
Ae mihi vinum Potibus. 


* . * 
9 - . 22 | ba 5 


CAN. 
Lucus Chevinus, Juſſu Epiſcop+ Londi- 
nenſis. , 
þ 
Toat Rex naſter nobilis, 
Omnis in tuto þt, 
Venatus, olim flebilis, 
Chevino Luco ft. 
Cane, ferat ut abigas, 2 


Perczus abiit, _ 
Fel embruo elugeat, ' 
Quod hodie accidit. 


Comes ille Northumbriz, 
Votum vovit Deo, - 
Luſt.s, ia {ytvis Scotiz 
Habere triduo. 


T primis Cervis Cheviæ, 
Cæſos abritere, 

Duglaſium, he notitie. 
Adibant propere. 


Nui ore tenus delegat, 
Se Ludum perdere, 
At Perczus non beſitat 


Ad ſptvas tendere. 
G 3 6. Cuin + 
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| 6. 

Wirh fifteen hundred Bowe-men bold, 
all choſen men of might, 

Who knew full well in time of need 
to aim their Shafts aright. 


7. 
The gallant Grey - hound ſwiftly ran, 
to chaſe the fallow Deer; | 
On Aſonday they began to hunt, 

when day · light did appear. 
8 


And long before high noon they had 
an hundred fat Bucks ſlain: 

hen having din'd, the Drovers went 
to rouze them up again- 


9. 
The Bow. men muſtred on the Hills, 
well able to endure; | 
T iz21r back. fides all with ſpecial care 
that day were guarded lure. 


10. 
The Hounds ran ſwiftly through the Woods, 
the nimble Deer to take ; 
And with their cries the hills and dales 
an Ecchc ſhrill did make. 
11. 
Lord Piercy to the Quarry went, 
to view the tender Deer: 
Quoth he, Earl Douglas promiſed 
this day to meet me here. 
12. 
But if I thouglit he would not come, 
no longer would I ſtay. 
With that a brave young Gentleman 
thus to the Earl did ſay. 


13. 
Lo, yonder doth Earl . come, 
bis men iu Armour bright, 
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6. 


Quin gens ter teliferis, 
Virtutis bellice 
Qui norunt, rebus arduis, 
Sagittas mittere. 
7. 
Curritur 4 Venatico, 
Damas propellere, 
Ad rem accingunt ſe. 


Centumg; Cervi ſunt Caſs, 
Ante meridiem, 

Tunc redeunt, Cibis impleti 
Ad venationem. 


9. 
De monte ſagittarii 
Apti militiæ, 
Proderunt Armarii, 
Hodie 4 Tergore. 
ro. 


Per (ytvas celeram Canes, 
t Cervos capiant; 

Ac ſimul montes, & valles 
Latrata reſonant. 


: 11. 
Fædinam comes adlit, 
Berinam viſere, 
Duglas minatus «ſt (inquit) 
Hic mecum affore. 


1 

Congreſſum autem de ſperans, 
Mora non dabitur, 

Quo dicto, Tyro Elegans, 
lum all equitur. 


13. 
En! En Duglaſius eminus | 
Armis cum ſplendidss, 


4, 


* 
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Full twenty hundred Scorrfh Spears, 


all Marching in our fight, 


14 
All men of pleaſant Tividae, 
faſt by the River Tweed, 
Then ceafe your ſport Earl Percy ſaid, 
and take your Bowes with-fpeed, 
15. 
and now with me, my Country-mes, 
your courage forth advance: 
for never was there Champion yet 
in Scotland or in France. 
| 16. 
1 hat ever did on Horſe-back come, 
but if my hap it were, 
1 durſt encounter man for man, 
with him to break a Spear. 


17. 
Earl Douglas 0a milk- white Steed, 
moſt like a Baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of the Company, 
whoie Armour ſhone like Gold. 


18. 
Shew we, he ſaid, whoſe men you be 
that hunt ſo boldly here, 
I hat without my conſent do chaſe 
and kill my fallow Deer. 


19. 
The man that Fett did anſwer make 
was Noble Piercy, he, 
V ho laid, We lift not to declare, 
nor ſkew whole men we be. 


20, 
Yet we will ſpend our deareſt blood, 
the chieteſt Harts to ſlay, 
Then Dewglas ſwore a lolemn Oath, 
and thus in rage did ſay ; 


E 


* 


14. 
Cuncti de valle Tivie, 
Ad Ripas Tueſis, 
Ludos ( ait ) intermittite, 
Arcubus habit is. 
15. 


Et vobis, nunc, O noſtratis, 
T.llatur animus ; 
Hud preſto fuit Athletes, 
Gallus vel Scoticus. 
16. 
Mibi, Equeſtris Obvius 
Quin poſtul ante re, 
Eocum vellem Cominus, 
Vi, haſti- ludere. 
7 
Equiſeſſor Duglaſius, 
Audax ille Baro, 
Prefuit aliis imnibus, 
Aurato Clipeo. 
| 18. 
Cujates (ait) oſtendite, 
Hic auſi peller-, 
Ac, me invito, imbete 
Feras Occidere. 
19. 
Qui primus veroumededit, 
Percæus nonyre, 
Qui ſumus ait non libuit, 
Vobis 6ſtendere. 
20. 
At ſanguinem abſumemus, 
Servos diſtruere; 
Furavit, unc Duglaſius, 
Dixitque temere. 


8 9 
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Bis mille cum militibus, 
Viſui obviis. 


25: 


$4 
* 2 


1 
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21. 
Er thus I will out-braved be, 
one of us two ſhall die: 
I know thee well, an Earl thou art, 
Lord Feircy, fo am I. 
22s 
But, truſt me Perrcy, pity it were, 
and great offence, to kill 


Any of theſe our harmleſs men, 
for they have done no ill. 


23. 
Let thou and I the Battle 5 
and ſet our men aſide: 
Accurſt be he, Lord Peircy (aid, 
by whom it is deny d. 
24 
Then ſtept a gallant 'Squire forth, 
Witherington was his name, 
Who ſaid, he would not have it told 
do Henry our King, for ſhame, 


25. 

That e'r my Captain fought on foot, 
and 1 Rood looking on; 

You be two Earls, ſaid Vitherington, 
and. La Squire alone. 

26, 

do the beſt that do I may, 
waile 1 have pow'r to ſtand 

While L have p2w'r to weild my Sword: 
LI fight with heart and hand. 


27. 

Dur Exgliſo Archers bent their Bows, 
their heerts were good and true; 

It the Sr{t fliaht of Arrows ſent, 
11 three ſcore Scat they flew. 

28. 

To drive the Dear with hound and horn 

Carl Douglas bad the bent; 
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121. 
E nobis pereet unus, 
Antequam devincar, 
Tu comes es, bene not us, 
Ege; tui par. 
22. 


At ( ſe qua fades ) eſt ſcelus, 
( miſerum | ) perdere 
 Hllos, de his inſontibus, 
Immunes ſcelere. 
23. 
No ſmet pugnemus cominus, 
Viris abſentibus, 
Detpereat ( inquit ) Percæus, 
Huic adverſarius. 
24. 
Tunc Armiger exiluit, 
Witherington nomine, 
Regem (ait) ſcire noluit 
Hoc, præ dedecore. 
25. 
Lud dux, pugnæverat, Pedes, 
Aſe ſtante obiter, 
Vos duo eſtis comes 
Ego (ait) Armiger. 
26. 
Obaixe omne faciam 
Dum ſtare dabitur, 
Ac dum vibrare machæram 
A me pugnabitur. , 


$7. 
Angligeni tendunt Arcus, 
Quam Cordatiſſimj. 
Decis ſex a miſſilibus, 
Cæduntur Scotici. 
| 28. 


Aver ſus feras ſectantes, 
Mifu Dugla ſius. 
Tru 
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A Captain mov'd with mickle pride, 
the Spears to ſhivers ſent 


29. 
They clos'd full faſt on ev'ry fide, 
no ſlackneſs there was found, 
And many a gallant Gentleman 
lay galping on the gronnd. 


30. 
O Chriſt ? it was great grief to ſee, 
and likewile for to hear, 
The cries of meu lying in their gore, 
and ſcattered here and there. 


31. 
At laſt theſe two ſtout Earls did meet. 
like Captains of great might; 
Like Lions mov'd they laid on load, 
and made a cruc! fight. 


2. 
hey fought until they both did ſweat. 
with Swords of tempered ſteel, 
Until the blood like drops of Rain, 
they trickling down did fef). 


33. 
Yield thee, Lord Pjercy, 3 ſaid, 
in faith | will thee bring 
Where thou ſhalt high advanced be 
by Fames our Scotiſh King. 


1hy Ranſom I will „ 
and thus report of thee, 

I oa art the molt couragious Knight. 
that ever I did lee, 


5. 
No. Douglas, quoth Fal Pier ey theo, 
thy proffer I do ſcorn; 1 
JV ill not yeild to any Sces 
tbat eve t yet was born, 


V hich 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 133 


Toroum ducem, Dimicantes, 
Tractis haſtilibus. 
— * 
Incinfi ſunt celeriter, 
Parum pigritie ; 
Multuſq; jacet Belliger 
Inants animæ. 


0s. 
Pol! Dolor erat viſer e, i 
Ac etiam audire, 
Aros plangentes undique, 
Per fuſos ſang uine. 
31. 
Comites tandem Corbant, 
Multo magnanimd 
Inſtar Leonum feribant, 
Truci certamine. 
32. 
Pu gnarunt vel. in ſudare 
Diſtrictis enſibus, 
As maduerunt cruore 
MAquè ac imbribus. 
33.7 
ut dedas (ait) Duglaſius 
Te ducam ſubito, - 
Ubi eris præboſitus, 


A Reg 4; Jacobo. 


34. 
Prob gratis redimam captum, 


E: celebrabs te, 
Equitem quam magniſicum, 
Et ſi ve compare. 
35» 
Cui Percxus ait minime | 
Cui offers, reſpno 
Nellem ur quam me de. lers 
\ Fivent Ycottco'! 


- -<W— 


36. Tims 
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6. 

With that there came =", = Keen 
out of an Engliſh Bowe, 

Which ſtruck Earl Douglas to the heart, 

a deep and deadly blow, 


4 37. 
Who never ſpoke more words then theſe. 
fight on my merry men all; 


For why my life is at an end. 


Lord Piercy ſees my fall, 
: 38. 
Then leaving Life Earl Piercy took 
the dead man by the hand, 
And ſaid, Earl Douglas, for thy life 
would J had loſt my land. 


39. 
O Chriſt ! my very heart doth bleed 

with ſorrow for thy ſake ; 
For ſure a more renowned Knight 

ſuch miſchance did ever take, 

40. 

A Knight amongſt the Scots there was, & 

which ſaw Earl Douglas die, ; 
And in his wrath did vow revenge 

upon the Ear] Piercy, 


. 

Sir Hugh Montgomery was he call d, 
who with a Spear molt bright, 

Well mounted on a gallant Steed, 


ran fiercely through 5 : 
41. 
And paſt the Exgliſo Archers all, 


without all dread or fear, 
And through Earl Piercy's body then 
he thruſt his hateful Spear, 


43. 
With ſuch a vehement force and might 
he did his body gore, 


en ſeveral Occaſions, 
36. 
runc eſt emiſſus calamus, 
Ab arcu Anglico, 
Quo fixus eſt Duglaſius, 
Heu | tenus cerculo. 
, 37. 
Cui verba bac emurmurat 
viri contendite ! 
Quid ni mors mea protinquat 
Spect᷑ante comite. 
38. 


Tum Percæus Examini, 
Manum it prendere, 
Dicens cauſa Duglaſij, 
Se terras perdere. 
39, 
Fel cor (ait) fundit ſangui 
Pre tut gratia, « © 
Nam nunquam talem equitem, 
Non novit noxia. 


493. 
Mites decernens Scoffcus, 
Duglaſium emorj, 
In Percæum mortem ejus 
Devovit ulciſi. 
41. 
Hugo de monte gomeri, 
Haſjtz cum ſpiendida, 
Movit decur ſu celeri 
Herox per Ag mina. 
42» 
Preteriens ſagittarios 
Anglos impavade, 
Percajos ventriculos 
Forguit Cuſpiie, 
43+ 


Tanta cum violentia 
Fodit cop ul u; 
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Ihe Spear went through the other ſide 


2 large Cloth.yard and more. 


44- 
So thus did both theſe Nobles die, 
whoſe courage none could ftain, 
An Engliſh Archer then preceiv'd, 
the Noble Earl was lain ; 


Go 
He had a Bow bent in his hand, 
made of a truſty Tree; 
An Arrow of a Cloth-yard.long 
up to the head drew he: 
46. 
Againſt Sir Hugb Montgomery 
ſo right his ſhaft he ler, 
The gray-gooſe wing that was thereon 
in his heart blood was wet. 


47. 
This 7 did laſt from break of day, 
till ſitting ot the Sun: 
For when they rung the evening Bell 

the battle ſcarce was done. 

48. 
With the Earl Piercy there was ſlain 
Sir Jobn of Ogerton, 

Sir Robert Rarcliff, and Sir Fehr, 

Sir Fames that bold Baron. 


49. 
And with Sir George and good Sir Fames - 
both Knights of good account, 
Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was ſlain, 
whoſe prowels did ſurmount. 


| 50. 
For Witherington needs muſt 1 wat}, 
as one in doleful dumps; 
For when his legs were ſmitten off, 


he fought upon his ſtumps. 


* 
— 


11. An} 


en ſeveral Occaſions. 


Plus tres pedes per ilia 
Tranſivit haſtula. 


44. 
Sic cetiderunt Comites, 
Quam invictiſſimi, 
Cuum ſag ittario ſubdit res 
Percæum occidi. 
45. 
Arcum intenſum dextera, 
Factum inſigniter, 
Tyes pedes longa ſpicula, 
Implevit fortiter. 
46, 
Hugonem Gomerj, verſus, 
Sic telum ſtatuit, 
el Anſerinus calamus, 
In corde maduit. 
47 
Ad ve ſperam ab” Aurora 
Duravit prælum, 
Octævæ ſcilicet hora, 
Vix eſt præteritum. 
8. 
Cum Percæio eſt Wee 
Dominus Ogerton 
Johannes Ratcliffe, Robertus, 
Et Jacobus Baron. 
49. 
Jacobus, & Georgius, 
Equeſtris ordinis, 
Radulphus Raby Dominus, 
Periit magnanimis. 
50. 
Pre With'rington ſip genitur; 
Ac ſi in triſtibus, * 
Qui pugnavit de Genibys 
Iruncatis cruribu 
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51. 
And with Earl Douglas there was ſlain 
Sir Mugb Montgomery, 
Sir Charles Currel, that from the field 
one foot would never flie. 


52. 
Sir Charles Murrel of Rutcliff too, 
his Siſters Son was he; 
Sir David Lamb ſo well eſteem'd, 
Yet ſaved could not be. 


53. 

And the Lord Markwel in likewiſe 
did with Earl Douglas die : 

Of twenty hundred Scotiſb Spears, 
ſcarce fifty five did fly. 


| 14. 

Of fifteen hundred Engliſh men, 
went home but fifty three, 

The reſt were ſlain in Chevy · cha ſe 
under the Green - Wood tree. 


57. 
Next day did many Widows come, 
their Husbands to bewail, 
They waſnt their wounds in ariniſh tears, 
but all would not prevail. 


56, 
Their bodies bath'd in purple blood, 
they bore with them away, 
They kiſt them dead a thouſand times, 
when they were clad in clay, 


77. 
This news was brought to E 
where Scotlands King did reign, 
That brave Earl Douglas ſuddenly, 
was with an Arrow {ain. 


58. 
O heavy news King James did ſay, 
Scotland can witnels be, 
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51. 
Perierunt cum Duglaſio, 
Hugo Gomericus, 
Carolus Currel à Campo 
Nunquam diſceſſu rus. 


52. 
De Ratcliffe Murrell Carolus, 
Neos a Sorore. 
David Lamb bene habirus 
Exangut corpore. 
53. 
Ac etiam Markwell Dominus, 
Deditus eſt neci, 
ix e duobus millibus, 
Fugerunt Sexdeni. 
3 
Eter quingenis Anglicis, 
Vix tot abiere, 
In Luco Caſis ceteris, 


Sub fagi tegmine. | 
J. 


A plurimis cras viduis 
Lugetur mi ſere, 
Ful nera lota lacrymis, 
Nec præ val uere. 
58, 
Cruentata corpu ſculæ. 
Secum abſtulere, 
Millies dederunt oſcula, 
Defunctis ſunere. 


7. 
Fertur apud Edinbu rafting 
Regnante Jacobo, 
Duglaſium ſubito Cœſum 
Fuiſſe Facu lo. : 
58, 
O Lamentabile dixit, 
Scotia fit teſtis, 
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I have not any Captain more, 
of ſuch account as he. 
19. 
Like tid ings to King Henry came 
within as ſhort a ſpace, 
That Piercy of Northumberland, 
was ſlain in Chevy-Cheſe. 
6 * 


O 
Now God be with him ſaid our King, 
fith't will no better be, 
I truſt I have within my Realm, 
five hundred as good as he. 


GT, 
Yet ſhall not Scot nor Scotland ſay, 
but I will vengeance take, 
And be revenged on them all, 
for brave Earl Piercies ſake. 


62, 
This vow full well the King perform'd, 
after an Humble Down. | 
In one day fifty Knights were flain 
with Lords of great renowa, 


63. 
And of the reſt of ſmall * 
did many hundreds dye, 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy - Chaſe 
made by the Earl Piercy. 


64. 
God fave the King and bleſs the Land 
in plenty, joy, aud Peace, 
And grant henceforth that foul debate, 
'twixt Noble men may ceale. 
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Haud alius Dux ſuperfuit, 
&Equatis ordinis. 


15 
Henrico tradidit Fama, 
Pari intervallo: 
Perceium de Northu 
Occiſum in Luco. 


60. 
Quum Rex Edixit valeas? 
Rebus fc ftantibus, 
pers guod Regnum abundat, 
Quingents talibys. 


61. 

Aſt ſentient me ulciſcentem 

Scoti & Scotia, 

Ac vindictam inferentem 
Percei Gratia. 


Quod eſt 4 Rege gane, 
Cefis in montibus 
Cuinquies dents militam 


. 
2, 


Ac de plebe perierunt 
Centent plurimi, 


Fenatum fic fnterunt 
Perczi Domini. 


54 
Cit Rex & Grex beatulus 
Pace, & Copia, 
Ac abſt a magnati bus, 
Male volentis. 


A. 
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"An. Heroick Poem on her Highneſs the Lady 
ANN's Voyage into Scotland: With a 


little Digreſſion upon the Times. 


Ngrateſul Englznd, curſt to that Degree, 
Fam'd for Rebellion and Inconſtancy ; 

All thy Poſſeſſions and Enjoyments ſpring 
From Monarch's Cares, yet thou'lt obey no King; 
To whole vain Humour Nothing is Delight, 
Nor Rain nor Sun-fhine er'e can happen right; 
Falſe and unworthy to obtain alone 
The greateſt Bleſſing of the mildeſt Throne; 
Yet, being richer than I can expreſs, 
Art juſtly puniſht with Unhappineſs; 
What thou art envy'd for, and all adore, 
Thou throw'ſt away, and to thy ſelf art poor, 
And like the Miter that abounds in Bags, 
Wallow'ſt in Wealth, yet lov'ſt to go in Rags. 
The ſtubborn Jews their Monarchs ſtill ador d, 
They begg d a King, and then obey'd their Lord, 
But ſtiff-Neck'd England, juſt from Slavery ſav'd, 
Forgets and longs again to be enflay'd. 
Can Rebels ever be with Scepters aw'd, 
Rebels that once did Sacrifice their God. | 
True Heirs in Malice to the Fiends of Hell, (fell, 
Which firſt they practic'd when from Heav'n they 
And ever ſince taught Fraytors to rebell. 5 
And now le! they ſhould fail to reach him there, 
They ſtab him in his ewn Vice-Gerent here; 
For tho* they do it through a Monarch's Name, 
The Maje!'y of Heaven is ſtill their Aim, 
Is it thy Nature or thy Planet's ſpite, 
Still to what's preſent to be oppoſite ? 
Wretched be then with vain Miſtruſt and Fear, 0 


Baniſht the ſight of the moſt Godlike Pair, 
And the bright Daughter ot his Highnels here; - 
The 
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The Winds and Seas will far more faithful be, 

And Rocks and Quick ſands teach Men Loyalty. 
ray Old Albiny they now alone ſhall grace, 
Scotland, whence ſprung th Imperial Stewart's Race; 
Scotland that boaſts a mighty Duke and Name, 
Further than Parthia great Arſaces Fame. 

Prepare you Heavens, diſcloſe your brighteſt Ray, 
All day your Marble, Night your Milkie Way; 
Hrania comes, the Goddeſs of our Ifle. 

#rania, that makes every Creature imile ; 

1 All they were born for, and can wiſh for here, 
Is but to bleſs her, and be bleſt by Her. 
Ten thouſand Cupids guard her as ſhe rides, 
And of her golden Bark ſurround the hides ; 
Whilſt Others fly aloft with Songs, and ſtrow 
Such Flow'rs as on the Beds of Eden grow ; 
For want of Winds, with Wings ſupply ſoft Gales, 
And with gay Plumes deck all her Virgin Sails: 
Ye frightful Storms retreat into your Cave, 
Nor leave the Ocean wrinkl'd with a Wave; 
There, whilſt ſhe Sails, intomb'd in hallow Earth, 
Lie fetter'd cloſe, and groan for want of Birth, 

5 And Heav'n and Seas ſtrive to be moſt ſerene . 
l, The Azure Blew, with the ſmooth glaſſy Green. 
You Sea-Gods and you Nymphs prepare to try 
Your skils, and with a Mask delight her Eye, 
Firſt, let the Sun ſend forth ſuch kindly Heats, 
As Winter's ſhige, or Summer when it ſets; 

4 5 No 2cy, Cloudy, nor no ſultry Day, 
But all like Morning, and thoſe Mornings May : 

Then goutle Zephyr unlock all thy ſtore, 
And ſend (oft Breezes from the Weſtern Shore; 
Such as Ar. bia Felix has refin'd F-23D 
With Trees Of Spice, fanniug the precious Wind; 
But juſt ſo mu as ſhe in State may glide ; 

2 And fafe in her. Neftunian Chariot ride; 


* 


Then thou Green 30d ſhalt wait on her above, 
As on Fove's Daug \ter, and the Queen of — 
N et 


The 
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Let thy ſhrill Trumpeters the Tritous, blow, 
And ſummon all the Wat'ry Pow'rs below; 
The Ngyades, and Nereids to appear, 

Let all the Subjects of the Flood draw near : 
Fair Cuberia and her Waiters Call, 

And your Sea Nymphs, to deck this Ocean's Ball; 
Then let the lovely Mermaids come in Place, 
Each Mermaid that ſo doats upon her Face; 
Till they ſhall fee how far above their own 
Hranis's is, and throw their Glaſſes down. 
The leſſer Fry in Shoals before ſhall run, 
Like Clouds of Inſects gather d by the Sun; 


And nimble Dolphins wantonly chal! play, 


And hunt the Plain, like Spaniels in her Way. 

Next, let the great Leviathans reſort, 

And not forget to make the Princels Sport ; 

But at a harmleſs diſtance head the Train, 

And from their mighty Engins ſpout forth Rain. 

Thus in ſuch awful Manner let it be, 

That wond'ring Angles may look down to ſee, + 

And make the Show more full of Majeſty. 

Thou Nereas, do this mighty Task with Care; 

As much as was in Nogh's Ark, is here: 

For ſince that Patriarch, when the World was 

— oo was — in — Veſſel on 14 drown'd, 
er little Yat ron, as ride, 

Swell to a Fleet and Amir, with Pride, 

Lift up their Flags, like Piramids, on high, 

And with their Rain-bow Colours brave the Sky : 

Th' e gi Gallies were not half fo proud, 

When Cleopatra was ore Nilus row d. | 


Thus gentle Neptune guard her o're your Sea, 
From Rithleſs Al : 


bion to glad Albany; 
Commit her ſafely to the longing Shore, 
To her firſt Father's, ancient Fergus's Tower, 
There, as in Heay'n, her Wiſhes to obtain, 
Till ſhe return, and thou art bleſt again. 
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2 
n 


An Old Shepherd courting a Toumg Ny mph. 


My Hairs are white; what if they be 
ink not cauſe in your Cheeks appear, 
Freſh Springs of Roles all the Year. 
And mine like Winter, watt,and old. 
My love like yours ſhould Ft cold. 
See in the Garland which you wear, 
How the ſweet bluſhing Roles there, 
With pale hu'd Lillies do combine ? 
Be taught by them; ſo let us joyn. 


S wy me not Fair, becauſe you le: 
F 


i EY ——_— 


Upon the two Gyants at the Entrance of the 


Phyſick-Gargen in Oxford. 
Lthough no brandiſh'd Cheruhins are here, 


Yet Sons of Adam venture not too near, 
Nor pluck forbidden fruit: If with intent 

To viſit Paradiſe, be Innocent. | 
Here's your (Nil ultra) elſe ; in each of theſe 
Is both a Pillar and an Hercules. 

If you not dread their looks, yet may you fear 
The ſtrange Fatalities they bear. 

The Emblem of Morality the Tem 

Does likewile now the Armed Agent ſhew ; 
And it unwearie Mortals light their Guard, 
They doubly make the Garden a Church-yard. 
In this Conjunction milchief's never ſcant, 

The Saturnine's become a Martial Plant: 

Far off, in Heaven it ſelf are theſe bad Stars; 
What near at hand, when $atyrn clubs with Mars? 


1 Th., He 
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Th' He(perian Dragon, were it not a Fable, 
Then theſe our Porters is leſs admirable. 
Their blood is poyſon, Peſtilent their Breath ; 
And every ſhade the ſhadow is of Death. 

But fince in England they can do no harm 

Internal, they tor outward miſchief Arm, 
Deſperate Poyſon in moſt Forreign ground, 
Inſtead of Sickneſs, here they mean to Wound, 
(As lately Rebels ſery'd that bleſſed Heal, 

When poyſon might not do, they ſtruck him dead) 
Who dares be ſafe > No Turk is Aimed ſo, 

When every member of them is a Bow. (Bill, 
Ev'n Arms are Arm'd; Bows chang'd with Mace or 
So that at once with Stroke and Shot they kill. 

And lop each limb you cannot ſtrike them dead; 
Each limb will multiply like Hydra's head. 

Some Vegetables do themſelves Protect 

With Prickles, Stings, or Stinks the ſame effect. 
Our garden Genii, more general, 

Do not defend themſelves alone, but all. 

Old Heroes hung their Weapons, ſo as theſe, 

For ſignal Victories on ſigual Trees: 

But, ſure of Conqueſt, theſe preſumptuous Sophy es 
Do antedate: are Victors both and Trophyes. 

If Quibling Cambridge, when they next Commence, 
«Shall ſay, here's Terre flii without ſence, 
And very Block-heads: know that they were meant 
For Millitary not a learned intent, 

Valour and Wit at equal Honour fly, 

Yet Valour often, ſeldome Wit dwels high; 

As wiſe men molt are Cowards ; fo tis ti 

That Combatants have neither fear nor wit, 

Their Education though they may not brand, 

Bred in the Gardens Garden ot the Land. 

Aſarners make Men, of Men, means Wickhem $ Box; 
Our Tews declare they may be made of Stocks, 

By culture too: And Trunks aſſume of late 

The ga d Proprieties of Humane ſtate : 

Coach d 
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Oopchd in an Oak the Soveraignty ye knew; 

See here appropriate valour in the Tem; 

Fay chey are ſpeechleſs too: The Men of Swords 

And truly valiant are not men of Words. (turb'd 

They Murmur though, and ſhake their Creſts diſ- 

uu taucy Winds: nor would their rage be curb'd, 

Were't not in vain their Honour to repair, 

Wen 'tis to fight the Winds, and beat the Ayr. 

Tov: whiſpers Peace; or elſe we well might wonder 

He o lecare, lets ruſt his daſtard Thunder. 

Ihete Earth born Gyants take a diff rent Courſe, 

By plots more perilous then was their Force, 

Fach Man's an Ambulcado; and may well 

Be ſaid at once Perdue and Centinel. 

How they advance tow'rds Heaven Night and Day 

And ſtrength increaſes ſtill upon the Way. 

Yet much unſeen: But Fove's all kenning eye 

Did ſoon theſe wily ſtratagems eſpie. 

File might th' All conqureronr have been ſurpriz d. 

As was our own, by men in Boughs diſguis'd. 

So that Apollo lent a league to treat 

And to Carels them with a gentle heat : 

With numerous preſents of his golden Rayes; 

With farther promile of ſerener dayes. 

Elſe would their force crack Heavens chariot wheels, 

But proſtrate Earth ſo hangs about their heels; 

And as an Ancient loyal Sabine Wife, 

Ventures to intercede, and part the ſtrife. 

So men, whoſe humbler ſcope is heavens Crown, 

With darling Earth are clog'd and fetter'd down. 
Could we believe but what old people do; 

They were not only Men, but Chriſtian too, 

Who fright the Div'l himſelf; had God but ſet 

In his firſt Colony this Amulet; 

No work for Cherub had there been; no doubt 

The Eiend had been, and not poor Man caſt out. 

And Proſerpine might here have fill'd her lap 

With only flowers and not an after-clap. 


H 32 From 
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From Sons of Adam now we muſt retrieve . 
Gur warning to the Daughters next to Eve. 

You Ladies whom Pryapus can't affright, 
Whoſe toyiſh weapon rather does invite, 
p Profcrib'd for his indulgence) ſince you are 
Reneath diſpleaſure therefore do not dare 
To uſe the Garden ſo as men uſe you; 
At once to Love ye, and deflow'r ye too. 
Gardens of Beauties, many in perſuit 
Are of your owa choice Flow er's, and rareſt Frait, 
Weak is your Sex; you Knew the Div'l in Swine 
Was nete repuls'd by hedge of Eglantine. 
vet the Courtier Fox, or Ruffian Bore 
at Mound have never undermin'd and tore, 
tes fortifie your ſelves ; in your defence 
ce. Gyant Honour, Gyant Conſcience. 
do ſhall you never keep, by this advice, 
Knaves Kitchen Garden, but Fsols Paradiſe. 


So farewel Heroes ; Who ſhall ſing af you, 
When an Herojch is a Georgick too? 


The 


on ſeveral Occaſions. 149 


The Grand Tack, 


Is tack't unto the Poles ; 

e little Worlds our Carkaſſes, 
Are tack't unto our Souls. 
The Parſon's chieteſt buſineſs is, 
To tack the Soul to Heaven, 
The Doctor is to keep the Tack 
Of Soul and Body eren. 
The Prieſt beſides, by's Office tacks 
The Husband to the Wife, 
And that's a Tack, God help them both) 
That holds them for their Lite. 
The Lawyer ſtudies how to Tack 
His Clients to the Laws, 
The Attourney Tacks whole Quires and Reamꝭ 
To lengthen out the Cauſe. 
The Commons, Lords, and Engliſh Crown, 
Are all three Tack't together, 
And if they chance to be Untack'r, 
No good can come to either : 
The Crown 1s Tack't unto the Church, 
The Church unto the Crown, 
The Whiges are ſlightly Tack't to both, 
And ſo may ſoon come down. 
Since all the World's a general Tack, 
Ot one thing to another, 
Why then about one honeſt Tack, 
Do Fools make ſuch a Pother ? 


1 His Globe of Earth on which we dwell, 
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FABLE. 


NA ſops time a wretched Man we find, 
| Whole Age and Comfort equally declin d; 
He in two Wives had too domeſtick Ills, 
Of diff rent Ages both, and diff rent Wills: 
One pluck d his black Hairs out, and one his gray, 
The Man for quietneſs did both obey; 
Till the whole Pariſh ſa w his Head EM bare, 
And ſaid thou wanteſt Brains as well as Hair. 


MORAT. 


The Part) g, Hen teck d W—, are thy Wives, 
The Hairs ibey pluck are thy Prerogattves ; 

Tory r Perſon hate. and Whiggs thy Pow' r, 
Tho much thou yieldeſt jti!l they tug for more, 
Til then lihe this old Man at length art ſhown, 
He without Hairs, aud thou without 2 Crown. 


On Mr. John Dryden. 


Obn Dryden Enemies had three, 

Sir Dick, Old Nick, and Feremy, 
Sir Dick to Fach, was torcd to yield, 
The other two maintain d the Field: 
But had the Poets Life been holier, 
He'd beat the Devil and the Collier. 


tit. — 


8 


The honeſt Man's Fate. 


— 2 


Was Night, and all the Village wrap'd in fleep, 
FT When Grief lay huſh d, and Sorrow could 
( not weep; 

Ev n 
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Ey'n proud Ambition too in quiet lay, 

And peaceful Reſt did all the World ſurvey : 
Only poor Philemon, whole ſad Deſpair 
Kept him awake, and tortur'd him with Care; 
AS he upon a River's Bank was laid, 

And thus the melancholly Shepherd faid : 
Break, fooliſh Heart, and grieve no more, 
Thy Sorrows, are in vain; 

They never can thy Joys reſtore, 

But ſerve to feed, thy Pain : 

Thoſe Friends, who when thy Fortune ſhone, 
Were always courting thee, 

Now thou art poor, do thee diſown, 

And ſcorn, thy Company, 

And Friendſhip is now become a Trade, 

By Fortune bought, and told ; 

A mere Self. intereſt is made, 

NMonopoliz'd by Gold: 

Death 1s the only eertain Friend, 

For all the World's a Cheat; 

And he thy Miſeries will end, 

Tho' they, be ne re fo great. 

Then farewel World, aud worldly Joys, 
Falle Hope, and vain Deſires; 

Which Reaſon blinds, and Senſe deſtroys, 
And only Pride inſpires. 

Since Virtue, ruth, nnd Honeſty are flown, 
And none but Fortune's Fools are in requeſt; 
No more I will my wretched Fate bemoan, 
But on-this Baak contented ever reſt. 


H 4 A. Song. 
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A SONG. 


F noble Race was Shinkin, 
Of the Line of Owen Tudor; 


But hur renown is fled and gone, 
Since crnel Love periu 'd hur, 


Fair Winny's Eyes bright ſhining, 

With muckle grace alluring, 

Poor Shinkin's Heart, with fatal Dart, 
Have wounded paſt all curing, 


Hur was the prettieſt fellow, 

At Football and at Cricket; 

At Hunting - chaſe, or running Race, 
Cot's plut, how hur could nick it 


But humane joys are flying, 

All pale aud wan hur Cheeks too; 

Hur Heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes, 
Hur Herrings and hur Leeks too. 


No more muſt dear Methegli 1, 

Be top'd at good Aſontgomery, 

And, if love fore ſmart one week more, 
Adieu, Cream-Cheeſe and Flommery. 


On a Peruque Block, 


Heſomctimes wears the Peruque.tometines I, 


= 


M: noble Blockhead does with Ca{zr's vye : 


A 
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Reclarus ortu Shinkin, 
Ex ftirpe Theodort : n 
Ceſſit at, ah! me, ſplender fame 
Veneris fürori. 


Splentemes Minniſredæ, 
Ocelli perculere 

Cor, heu ! crudeli ictu teli, 
Nec (perat ars mederi, 


Tam exper [erat nemo 
Vel pile vel bacilli + 


Curſu S)tveſtri vel pedeſtri, 
Compar ecquis illi ?. 


At gaudia hac fugerunt, 
Emacerantur genæ; 

Cor ita dolet non, ut ſolet, 
Cape olet bene. 


Non poſthac deglutienda, 
Promulſis de Montgomery ; 
Si defit quies in ſex dies, 
Aternum valeat Flomery. 
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In trincum capillatum. 


E me contemnas, ſum non ignobile lignum; 
Ipſe vicem præſto Caſeris, Ille mei. 
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AM EPITAPFH HP072 that Profound 
and Learned Caſuiſt, the late Ordinary 
of Newgate. 


Lies a Reverend Drone, 
To T1burn well xnown, 
Who Preach'd againſt Sin, 
With a terrible Grin, 
In which ſome may think that he Acted but odly. 
Since he liy'd by the wicked, and not by the Godly. 
the time of great need, | 8 


Nder this Stone, 0 


In cale he were Feed, 

He d teach one to Read 

Old Pot-Hooks and Scrawls, 
As antient as Pauls. 

But if no Money came. 

You might hang tor Old Sam, 
And founder'd in P alter, 

Be tied to 2 Halter. 


This Prieſt was well-hung, 
1 mean with a Tongue, 
And bold Sons of Vice, 
Wou d diſarm in a trice, 
And draw Tears from a Flint, 
Or the Devil was in't. 
It a Sinner came him nigh, 
With Soul black as Chimney, 
And had but the Senſe 
To give him the Pence, 


With 
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With a little Church-Paint, 
He'd make him a Saint. 


He underſtood Phy ſick, 
And cur'd Cough and Tiflick ; 
And, in ſhort, all the Iills, 
That we find - in the Bills. 
Wich Sovereign Balm, 

The World calls a Pſalm. 


Thus his Newgate-bir4s once in the ſpace of a Maon, 


Tho? they 11v'd to no purpoſe, they dy d to ſome tune. 
In Death was his Hope, 


For he Liv'd by a Rope. 
Yer this, by the way, 
In his praiſe we may ſay, 
hat, like a true Friend, 
Re his Flock did attend, =; 
Ev a to the World's End, WR” 
And cas'd not to ſtart, 
From Sledge, or trom Cart, 
fill he firit law them wear, 
Knots under their Ear, 
And merrily lwing, 
In a well twiſted String. 
But it any Dy'd hard, *« 
And leſt no Reward, 
A: 1 told you betore. 
lied inhance their Old Score, 
And Kill them again, 

UD — 
With his Murdering Pen. 

Thus he kept Sin in awe, 

And ſupported the Law, 

zut Oh, cruel Fate! 
50 unkind, tho? 1 lay t, 
Laſt Week, to our Grief, 
Grim Death, that Old Thi#, 
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| Had the boldneſs to pack 
| This Old Prleſt on his Back. 
| And whither he's gone, 


Is not certainly known. 

But a Man may conclude, 

Without being rude, 

That Orthodox Sam, 

dis Flock woul4 not ſham ; 
And to ſhow himlelt to em a Paſtor molt civil, 
As he led, fo he follaw'd them all to the D.— 
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